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INTRODUCTION. 


BEGGAR PLAYER- 


| | Br coat - - 
FF yerty be a title to poetry, I am ſure nobody cam | 
Alpute mine. I own myſelf of the company of Beg- | 
gars; and I make one at their weekly fettivals at St. 
Giles's, I have a ſmall yearly ſalary for my catches, and 
am welcome to a dinner there whenever I pleaſe, Which 
is more than moſt poets can ſay. | | 
Plager. As we live by the Muſes, it is but gratitude” 


7 


n us to encourage poetical merit wherever we find it. 
The Muſes, contrary to all other ladies, pay no diſtigc- 
tion to dreſs, and never partially miſtake the pertneſs of © 
embroidery for wit, nor the modeſty of want for Uullnefs + 
Be the author who he will, we puſh his play as far as it 
will go. So (though you are in want) I wift-you ſucceſs. 
heartily. e 
Reggar. This piece I own was originally wrote for- 
the celebrating. the marriage of James Cha ver and MH, 
Lap, two moit excellent ballad-figgers. I have introduced 
the ſimilies that are in all your celebrated Operas : The- 
Saavalluu, the Mah, the Bee, the Ship, the Flower, &c- 
| * Beſides, I have a prifon ſcene, which the ladies always 
_ reckon charmingly pathetie. As to the parts, I have” 
obſeryed ſuch a mice impartſiifity to our two ladies, that- 
it is impoſlible for either of them td take offence... I hope 
I may be forgiven, that I have not made my Opera, 
throughout unnatiral, like thoſe in vogue; for I have no- 
recitative, excepting this; as I have conſented to haves 
neither Prologue nor Epilogue, it muſt be allowed an- 
Opera in all its forms. The piece indeed hath Been here- 
dolore frequently repreſented by ourſelves in our great 
room at St. Giles's, ſo that I cannot too often 'ackaow>- 
ledge your charity in bringing it new on the td © 
layer. But 1 ſee it is time for us to with aw * the — 
aQors are preparing to begin, Play away the overture... + 
L a | Exeunt,- - 
A mats 
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| Drury-Lane. Covent-Garden. 


Peachum, +» - - Mr. Moody, Mr. Ryder. 
Lockit. Mr. Fawcett, Mr. Cabitt. 
Macheat - - Mr. Kelly, Mr. Bannifter. 
Filch, - - Mr. Set. Mr. Blanchard. 
Jemmy Twitcher, J. 247; 2p 
Crookfinger'd Jack | S 

Wat D * 81 

Robin of Baghot, 0 Sy 

Nimming Ned, | 
Harry Paddington, E hb | 
Mat o'the Mint, 5 Mr. Williames, Mr. Darley, 


Ben Budge, - - Mr. Burton. Ir. Rock. 
Beggar, a - - » Mr. MAT. M 
Player * - — Mr. Benſon, 


Conſtables, Drawer, Turnkey, &c. 


Mrs. Peachum, » | Mrs. Hopkins. Mrs. W:bb. 
Polly Peachum,, +» 
Lucy Lockit, I, 
Diana Trapes, =» 
Mrs. Coaxer, 
Dolly Trull, 
e * | 

XY, 
Jedity Diver. 
Mrs. Slammerkin, 
Sukey Tawdry, , 
- Molly Brazen, 


Women of the Town. „ 


M. Crouch. Mrs. Billingtons: © 


encourage cheats, ſince we 


rin 


5 G GAR“. o PE R A. 


A C 3 
S-C E NE, Peachum- $ Hoſe 


Peachum ant at a table with a large book of accounts 
before Pim, 4 


A IR I. An old woman cloathed in Grey,” 


THRO all the employments of life 
I nei — fer 2555 3 $2.55 . 
M4 call huſband and wife : 
ay} profe — 8 — 2. | 4 
The * calls the lawyer a cheat, 
The lawyer 2 the divine; 
And the flateſman, becauſe he's fo great, 
T hinks his trade as honeſt as mine. 


A lawyer is an honeſt employment, ſo is mine. Like me 


too he acts in a double capacity, both againſt rogues and 
for 'em ; for 'tis but —— that we ſhould protect and 
ve by em. 


Enter FIC. 


Filch. Sir, Black Moll has ſent word her trial comes on 
in the n and ſhe hopes you will order . ſo 
as to bring her off. 

| Peach, Why, ſhe may plead her. belly at worſt; W 
my knowledge ſhe hath taken care of that ſecurity. But 
as the wench is very active and induſtrious, you aſe n . 
usfy her that I will 2 the evidence, « —_ : 

Tub. Tom Gagg, fir, is found guilty, 5 
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= Peach. A lazy dog! when I took him the time before, 

I told him what he would come to if he did not mend his 

# hand. This is death withoat reprieve. I may venture 

| to book him: | zwrites.] for Tom Gagg, forty pounds,— 

Let Betty Shy know that I'll ſave her from tranfportation; 

for I can get more by her ſtaying in England: 5 

Filcb. Betty hath brought more goods into our Lock 


| this year than any five of our gang; and, in truth, tis 
[ hy Wy loſe ſo = a cuſtomer. : 
' _* Peach, If none of the gang takes her off, ſhe may, in 
the common courſe of buſinefs, live a tizelvemonth-longer. 
| I love to let women ſcape. A good ſportſman always j 
lets the hen partidges fly, becauſe the breed of the game 
| depends upon them. Beſides, here the law allows us no 
| | reward: there is nothing to be got by the death of a wo- 
| man except our wives. i 
| . Filch. Without diſpute, ſhe is a fine woman! Twas 
| 
| 


to her I was obliged for my education, (to ſay a hold | 

| word) ſhe hath trained up more young fellows to the 
buſineſs than the gaming-table. 

| Peach. Truly, Vilcb, thy obſervation is right. We and 

| the ſurgeons are mors beholden to women, than all the | 

profeſſions beſides. 13 | a 


5 AIR II. he bonny grey-ey d morn, &c.“ 


Filch. i waman that ſeduces all mankind, | 
7 By her aue firſt were taught the wheedling arts ; ) 
| Fer dein eyes can cheat; when maſt jhe's lind, 

1 SE tricks us of our money Wwith our hearts. 

| For her, hike wolves, by night aue roam for prey, 

And prattiſe ev ry fraud to bribe her charms ; 

| g For ſuits of love, like law, are won by pay, 

And beauty muſt be feed int our arms. 


x Peach. But make haſte to New ate, boy, and Tet my 
friends know what I intend; for I love to make them eaſy 
one way or other. | 7 
Fileb. When à gentleman is long kept in ſuſpenſe, 
penitence may bgzak his ſpirits ever after. Beſides, cer- 
tainty gives a man a good air upon his trial, and makes 
him. nique another without fear or ſcruple. But III 
away, for tis a pleaſure to be the meſſenger of comfort to 
friends in affliction. [ Exit. 


* 
* 


n 
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:Peach, But tis now high time ta laok about me for a 
decent nun} Wie next ſeſſion. ey A laz 
rogue, by whom, one can get nothing till he is 
A Te iiſtes of the ang. | Na Crool. fn 7 Jock, 
A year and a half? in the ſervice. Let me ſee . much 
the ſtock owes to his induſtry; one, two, three, four, 
five gold watches, and ſeven filver ones. A mighty clean- 
handed fellow ! Sixteen ſnuff-boxes, five of them of true 
old. Six dozen of handkerchiefs, four filver-hilted 
words, half a dozen ſhirts, three tye-perriwigs, and a 
piece of broad-cloth. Conſidering theſe are only the fruits 
of his leiſure hours, I don't know a prettier fellow, for 
no man alive hath a more engaging preſence of mind upon 
the road:/—Wat Dreary, alias Brown Will, an irregular 
dog, who hath an underhand way of diſpoſing of his 


oods, I'll try him only for a ſeſſions or two longer upon 


2 good behaviour. Hariy Paddington, a poor petty- lar 
ceny raſcal, without the leaſt genius; that fellow, thou 
be were to live for fix months, will never come to 


gallows with any credit, —S/ijppery Sam; he goes off the | 
next ſeſſions, for the villain hath the impudence to have 


views of following his trade as a taylor, which he calls 
an honeſt employment, —Ma of the Mint, lifted not above 
a month ago, a promiſing ſturdy fellow, and diligent in 
his way ; ſomewhat too bold and haſty, and may raiſe 

ood contributions on the public, if he does not cut him- 
felt ſhort by „e Nople, a guzzling ſoaking 
ſot, who is always too drunk to ſtand himſelf, or to mal 
others ſtand, A cart. is abſolutely neceſſary for him, — 
Robin of Bag ſhot, alias Gargan, alias Bluff Bob, alias Cars 
buncle, alias Bob Booty. 


Ener Mrs. Prachux. 


Mrs. Peach, What of Bob. Booty, huſband ? I hope no- 


thing bad hath betided him. You know, my dear, he's 


a favourite cuſtomer of mine. "Twas he made me a pre- 


ſent of this ring. | 1.447 
Peach. J have ſet his name down in the black liſt, 
that's all, my dear; he ſpends his life among women, 


and as ſoon as his money is gone, one or other of fle 
ladies will hang him for the reward, and there is forty 4 


pounds loſt to us for ever. 5 2 
29 Mrs, 
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- Mrs. Peach. You know, my dear, I never meddle in 
matters of death; I always leave thoſe affairs to you, 
Women indeed are bitter bad judges in theſe caſes, for 
they are ſo partial to the brave, that they think every man 
handſome who is going to the camp or the gallows. 
AIR III. Cold and raw, Kc.“ 
If «op auench Venus's girdle wear, 
T v' ſhe be never ſe ugly, | 
Lilies and roſes awill 2 appear. 
And her face lock wondrins ſmugly. 
Beneath the left ear, /o fit but a cord, 
(4 _ charmuig a tone is ! ) 
The yeuth in the cart hath the air of a brd,, 
And awe cry, T here dies an Adonis! 


But really, huſband, you ſhould not be too hard- hearted, 
for you never had a finer, braver ſet of men than at 
preſent, We have not had a murder among them all, 
— ſeven months. And truly, my dear; that is a great 
Peach. What a dickens is the woman always a whim- 
pering about murder for! No gentleman is ever look'd' 
__ the worſe for killing a'man in his own defence; and 
bufineſs cannot be carried on withour it, what would 
have a gentleman do ? 
Mei. Peach. If I am in the 2 my dear, you muſt 
excuſe me, for nobody can help the frailty of an over- 
ſcrupulous conſcience. - 
; each. Murder is as faſhionable a crime as a man can 
be guilty of. How many fine gentlemen have we in New- 
gate every year, purely upon that article? If they have 
wherewithal to perſuade the jury to bring it in manſlaughter, 
What are they the worſe for it? So, my dear, have done 
upon this ſubject. Was captain Machrath here this morn- 
ing for the bank notes he left with you laſt weck? 
Met. Peach. Ves, my dear; and though the Bank hath 
ſtopt payment, he was ſo chearful and ſo agreeable! Sure 
there is not a finer gentleman upon the road than the ca 
tain ! If he comes from Bag ſbot at any reaſonable hour KG 
hath promiſed to make one this evening with Po//x, me, 
and Bob Booty, at a party of quadrille, Ptay, my dear, 
is the captain rich ? | £ 
. , P each, 
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Peach. The captain keeps too .good company ever to 
grow _ 22 and the ee es are his un- 
oing. e man that propoſes to get money by pla 
houlli have the education of a 1 — ie 
train'd up to it from his youth, 


Mrs. Peach, Really I am ſorry, upon Pelly's account the 
Captain hath not more diſcretion. What buſineſs hath he 
to keep company with lords and gentlemen ? he ſhould 
leave them to prey upon one another. 4 

Peach. Upon Puld,v account! What, a plague, does 
the woman mean ?—Upon Pelly's account! 

Mrs. Peach. Captain Machcath js very fond of the girl, - 

Peach. And what then? | 

Mis. Peach, If I have any ſkill in the ways of women, 

I am ſure Poly thinks him a very pretty man. 

Peach. And what then? you would not be ſo mad to 
have the wench marry him? Gameſters and highwaymen 
are generally very good to;their whores, but they are very 
devils to their wives. | 

Mrs. Peach. But if Polly.ſhould be in love, how ſhould 
we help her, or how can ſhe help herſelf? Poor girl, I'm 
in the utmoſt. concern about her.  . 
AIR. IV. Why is your faithful ſlave diſdain'd?” 

Tf love ibe virgin t heart invade, 
How like a. moth, the ſample maid 
Still plays about the flame / 
1 I, ſoon ſhe be not made a wife, 
Her honours fing'd, and then for life, 
8 She's—ewhat 1 dare not name. 

Peach. Look ye, wife. A handſome wanch in our 
way of buſineſs, is as profitable as at the bar of a Temple 
coffee-houſe, who looks upon it as her livelihood to | 
every liberty but one. = ſee I would indulge the girl 
as far as prudently we can, in any thing but marriage/ 
After that, my dear, how ſhould we be ſafe? are we not 
then in her huſband's power? for the huſband hath the 
abſolute power over all his wife's ſecrets, but her own. 
If the girl had the diſcretion of a court lady, who can 
have a dozen young fellows at her ear, without comply- 
| ing with one, I ſhould nqt-matter it.: but Polly is tinder, 
| and a ſpark will at once ſet her op a flame. . 

. ' a * 


* 


* 


* 
* 4 
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Tf che wench dves not know her own profit, ſure ſhe 
knows her own pleaſure better than to make herſelf a 
property! My daughter to me ſhould'be like a court lady 
to a miniſter of ſtate, a key to the whole gang. Married! 
If the affair is not already done, I'll terrify Fer from it. 
by the example of our neighbours. 

Mrs Peach. May-hap, my dear, you may injure the 
girl. She loves to imitate the fine ladies, and ſhe may 
only allow the captain liberties in the view of intereſt. 
Peach. But tis your duty, my dear, to warn the girl 
againſt ber ruin, and to inſtruct her how to make ib 
moſt of het beauty. Il go to her this moment, and ſift 
her. In che mean time, wife, rip out the coronets and 
marks of theſe dozen of cambrick handkerchiefs, for Ican 
di of them this afternoon to a chap in'the city. ¶ Exit. 

rs. Peach, Nevet was'a man mor out, of the way in 
ment, tha my hufbatid! Why maſt, our Pally, 
erte h l faber ſex, and lobe only berhilbant 3 
— why muſt our Pe!ly's marri - contrary to all Ob. 
ſervation, make her the lefs followed by other men? All 
men are thieves in love, and ike ; a woman the better for 
being - 8 N 
AIR. V.. Of all the ſimple things 1 we nal, Ke 
A ro: ir like the' goldtn ol A 
Which hath g Intrinfical eg 
Wheſe avorth ier Tron, Lrfore 
J. is try'd and impreſt in 13 
4 wife's lile a r m gold 

| Stamp'd with the name of ber ſponſe; 

Mau here, now then ; 8 or t ,, 


And 11 current in every houfe. 


D eee ee . 

. Ms. Peach. Come hither, Filck;" 8 hefond of this 
child as though mird 'miſgive me he was my own. He 
hath as fine a hand at picking a 2 as'a man, and 
and is as -nimble-finger'd as a 3 Juggler If an unlucky 
ſeſſtons does not cut the rope of thy life, I pronounce, 
boy, thou wilt be a gteat man in tiſtory. Where was 

ü your polt aſt night, my boys? 
Filch. I'ply'd at the Opera, mallam; and conlldering 
*twas neither dark nor nia ſ&/that'there was po-great 


- % _ hurry” 


| 


— 


— — ——— — fp 
* 
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Hurry in getting chairs and coaches, made a tolerable hand 
on't. "Theſe ſeven handkerchiefs, madam. ' © © 
Mrs, Peach. Colour'd ones, I ſee. They are of ſure ſale 
from our warchouſe at Redriff among the ſeamen. ' 
Filch. And this ſauf-box. 4 n 
Mr. Peach, Set in gold ! A peetty encouragement dus 
to a young 3 r e 
Filch, 1 had a fait tug at a charming gold watch. Pox 
take the taylors for making the fobs ſo deep and 'narrow ! 
It ſtuck by the way, and I was forc'd to make my eſcape 
under a coach. Really, madam, I fear I ſhall be cut off 
in che flower of my youth, ſo that every no] and the, 
(ünce I was pumpt) I have a thought of taking up and 
going to ſea. ; 
Mrs, Peach. You ſhould go to Hockley-in-the- Hole, and 
to Marybone, child, to learn valour. Theſe are the ſchools 
that have bred ſo many brave men. I thought, boy, by 
this time, thou hadſt loſt fear as well as ſhame. Poor 
lad! how little does he know yet of the Old Bail For 
the firſt fact 11! inſure thee from being hang' d; and go- 
ing to ſea, Filch, will come time enough upon a ſentence 
of tranſportation. . But now, fince you have nothing bet- 
ter:t0.do,c'en go to your book, and learn your catechifm3 
for really a man makes but an ill figure in the Ordinary's 
paper, who cannot give a ſatisfactory anſwer to his quefs 
tions. But, hark you, my lad, don't tell me a lye; ot 
you know 1 hate a lyar. Do you know any thing that 
hath paſt between captain Mach ath and our Polly ? | 
Fit. I' beg you, madam, don't aft me; for & mutt 
either tell a lye w you ar to mils Polly ; fer I promis d 
ker I would not tell. | 0 
Mr. Peach. But when the honour of our family is 
concern'd. BOO” 
Filch. I ſhall lead a ſad life with mils Polly, if ever ſhe 
comes to knO. I told you. Beſides, I would not willing'y 


forfeit my own honour by betraying any body. 
MM.. Peach. Vonder comes my hufband. and Peg. 
Come, Filch, you ſhall go with me into my own room, 
and tell me the whole ſtory. I'll give thee a glaſs of,a 
moſt delicious cordial that I keep for my own drinking. _ 
L230 „ I Exe. 


B Euter 
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+. Enter PEACHUM and POLLY. 


Pelly. T know as well as any of the fine ladies how to 
make the moſt of myſelf and of my man- too. A woman 
Knows how to he mercenary, though ſhe hath never been 
in a court or at an aſſembly. We nh it in our natures, ̃ 
papa: | If [ allow captain Macbeath ſome trifling liberties, \ 

have this watch and other viſible marks of his favour to | 
ſhew for it. A girl who.cannot grant ſome things, and | 


refuſe what is moſt material, will make but a poar 
hand of het beauty, and ſoon be thrown upon the common. 


| AIR VI.. What mall -I do to ſhew how much I love her?” 


by Virgins are like the fair flewer in its luftre, 
hich in-the garden enamels the ground ! _ 
Near it the bees wn play flutter and cliſter, 
Aud gaudy butterflies frolick around. 
bs | But, when ance pluck'd, tif no longer alluring, 
4 1 Te Covent- Garden "175 ſent, (as yet ſweet) 
| There fades, and. ſorinks, and grows poſt all enduring, 
Rots, flinks, and dies, and is trad under feet, | 


| Peach, You know, Polly, I am not againſt your toying 
1 and trifling with a cuſtomer in the way of buſineſs, or to 
| get out a ſecret, or ſo. But if I find out that you. have 


Play'd the fool and are married, you jade you, I'll cut 

vour throat; huſſy. Now you know my mind. 

Ts”, Enter Mrs. PEACHUM, . 

© A IR VI. O London is a fine town,” 
| Met. Peachum, [ua very great paſſion] 

Our Polly is a ſad ut! nor heeds what wwe have raught her, 
| T wwontder any man alive will ever rear a daughter ! 
hre to favell 


Wb e and flayt, and ęlrvet and lace ; and fbe will 

Sate men beſide. | #* 8 3 | 

| n * avith care aud oft, all-tempting, Joe 
| 5 As may -woul ſerve a cucumber, oe fling herſelf away. 

_ You ge! you huſſy! you inconſiderate jade! had 

| you been hang'd, it would not have vex'd me, for 8 4 

* | 4 might 


LI 


— 
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ri ght have beet your misfortune ;- but to do ſath a mad 
thing by choice! The wench is married, hafband, ' 

Peach. Married! the captain is a bold man, and will 
riſque any thing for money; to be ſure he believes her a 
fortune. Do you think: your mother and I ſhould have 
liv'd ſo comfortably ſo long together, if ever we had been 
married, Baggage? ; | 

Mrs. Peach. I knew ſhe was always à proud flat ; and 
now the wench has play d the fool and married, becauſe 
forſooth ſhe would do like the gentry. Can you ſupport 
he expence of a huſband, huſty, in gaming, drinking 
and whoring ? have you money enough to carry on the 
daily quartel of men and wife, about who ſhall ſquander 
moſt ? There are not many hufbands and wives who can 
bear the charges of plaguing. one another in a handſome 
way. If you muſt be married, could you introduce no- 
body into oor family buy a ir man? Why, thoa- 
Woliſh jade, thou be as ill us d, and as much neg- 
jected, xs if thou hadft married a lord ! 333 

Peach, Let not your anger, my dear, break through 
the rules of decency, for the captain looks upon himſelf 
in the military capacity, as a gentleman by his profeſſion, 
Beſides what he hath already, I know he is in a fair way 
vf getting, vr of dying: and both theſe ways, let me 
tell you, are moſt excellent chances for a wife. Tell me, 
hully, are you ruin'd, or no? 1 
' Mrs, Peach. With Polly's fortune, ſhe might very well 
have gone off to a perſon of diſtinction. Yes, that you 
might, yon pouring ſlut! | „ 

Beach, What, is the wench dumb? Speak, or I'll 
make you plead ty ſqueezing out an anſwer from you, — 

bound wits to him, or ate you only upon 
| [inches her. 
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AIR VIII. Grim king of the ghoſts, &c,” 
Polly. Can lyve be controul'd by advice? 
4 Will Cupid aur mothers bey? 
b my heart were as frozen as ice, 
S 4 = _ *tavould ow a | 
1 i/s'd me, ſo cliſe rfl, 
Taba fo faveet, 7 3 — tomply'd ; 
30 Þ-thought it both /afift and bet 
To marry, for fear you Gould chide, 
Miri. Peach, Then all the hopes of our family are gone 
for ever and ever ! | | 
Peach. And Macheath may hang his father and mother- 
in-law, in hopes to get into their daughter's fortune. 
Pel!y..1 did not marry him {as tis the faſhion) coolly 
and deliberately for honour or money. But I love him. 
M.. Peach. Love him! worſe and worſe ! I chought 
the girl had been better bred. Ob huſband, huſband ! he 
folty makes me mad! my head ſwims ! I'm diftrated! I 
can't ſupport myſelf——Oh! _ | _[Faints. 


Peach. See, wench, to what a condition you have re- 


Gorge your poor mother! a glaſs of cordial, this inſtant, 
How the poor woman takes it to heart ! —{ Polly goes and 
returns twith it, Ah, huſſy, this is the only comfort your 
mother has left. „ 3 ' 

Pally. Give ber another. glaſs, ſir; my mama drinks 
double the quantity. when ſhe 1s out of order. This, you 
ſee, ferches her. wer "ot ne x 
Met, Peach, The girl ſhews ſuch a readineſs, and ſo 
much concern, that 1 could almoſt find in. my heart to 
forgive her. | b 5 
AIR IX. O u, O Fury, where haſt thou been.“ 
| O Polly you might have toy'd and hiſi'd, 

By keeping men off, you keep them on. 

Polly, | But he jo teaz'd me, 

2 Ad he fo pleas d me, 
Mrs. Peach, Not with a highwayman—you ſorry ſlut! 

Peach. A word with you, wife. *Tis no new thing 
for a wench to take a man without conſent of parents.— 
You know 'tis the frailty of women, my dear. 


Mrs, 


. IA. fo, _ pry 
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Mis, Peach. Ves, indeed, the ſex is frail. But the firſt 
time a woman is frail, ſhe ſhould be ſome what nice me- 
thinks, for then or never is the time to make her ſortune. 
After that, ſhe hath nothing to do but to guard herſelf 
ſom being found out, and ſhe may do what ſhe pleaſes. 
Peach, Make youtſelf a little ai; That I have a thought 
ſhall ſoon ſet all matters again to rights. Why fo — 
choly Polly? ſince what' is done Kat be e 0 
muſt all endeavour to make the beſt of it. 3 
Mrs. Peach, Well, Polly ; as far as one woman SS 
give yo” wh I forgive ther out father is too fond of 
ou, y 
g Polly. Then all my ſorrows! are at an end. 


Mrs. Peach. A mighty- likely fp ch, in t I 
wench who is juſt married! TOI oy 7 


AIR X. Thomas, I cannot, her 


Poll). I, like a foi in florms was wh; 
Ter afraid to put to land; 
Fer feiz'd in the port the weſſet's me 
Aue treaſure is comraband, 
T he waves are laid, 7 
My du, paid, 5 
O jar beyond ergraſim 
Thus, Jafe afbore, - 
[ aft ro more, + 2 


My all is in my poſſe fon. * 


Peach. 1 hear cuſtomers in t'other om; * $6; talk 
with em, Polly; but come to us again, as fool © they 
are gone—But, hark ye, child, if tis the gentleman who 
was here yeſterday about the repeating watch, ſay, you 
believe we can't get intelligence of it till to- moro 
For I lent it to Se $:raddle, to make a figure with to- 
- t, at a tavern in Doaty-Lane. If t'other gentlecman” 

s for his' filver-hilted ſword, you know Bectle-brow' 
Rom hath it on, and he doth not come from Tusbrilge 
till 7 * night; ſo chat it cannot be had till 4 
— Polly }=Dear wife, be a little pacified.. Don't let 

1 run away with your ſenſes. Polly,-Þ A 

3 ath done a rafh wr | 

Mrs. Peach. If ſhe had had only an . with the 

fellow, why the very beſt families have excuſed and hud- 


5 B 3 dled 


8 
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died up a frailty of chat fort. 'Tis marriage, huſband, 
that A it a blemiſh. * s 5 


— 


Peach. But money, wife, is che true fuller's-carth for 
IG, there is not a ſpot. or ſtain but what it can 
take out. A rich rogue now-a-days, is fit company for 
any gentleman; and the world, my dear, hath not ſuch 
a contempt for. roguery as you imagine. I tell you, wife, 
Jean make this match turn to advantage. 
Me. Peach. | am very ſenſible, bu „that captain 
Macbeath is worth money, but I am in doubt, whether 
Ne hath not two or three wives already, and then, if he 
ſhonld die in a ſeſſion or two, Polly's dower would come 
ito difpute. - | 1 | 
Peach. That, indeed, is a point which ought to be 
conſidet᷑ d. „ 5 | 
AIR XI. .* ſoldier and a failor. 

A Heal hens, fir, 

7 your 22 and _ firs 

Your daughter rob your chef, fir, 

Your wife may fleal your rat, fir, 

A thief your goods and plate. 
- Bat this is all but pickiug, 

With refl, pence, chef, and chicken ; 

It ever auat decreed, fir, © 

If lawyer's hand ir feed, fir, 

He fleals your whole fate. 

The lawyers are bitter enemies to thoſe in our way, 
They don't. care that any body ſhould get a clandeſtine 


frye hood but themſelves. 


80 1 5 Enter Polly. 


—Pplh. "Twas only Nimming Ned. He brought in a 


_ Jamaſk window-curtain, a hoop-petticoat, a pair of filves 
—— a pore. and one filk ſtocking, from the 


e that happen night. | 
Peach. "There is not a fellow that is cleverer in his 
way, and ſaves more goods out of the fire than Ned. But 
xbw, Polly, to your affair; for matters muſt not be left as 
ey are, You are married then, it ſeems? | ' 


Pally, Ves, fir, þ BEST £4 
Lach. Aud how do you propoſe to live, child? 


- 
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Polly. Like other women, fir, upon the induſtry of my 


© huſband. 


Mrs. Peach. What, is the wench turn'd fool. A high- 
wayman's wife, like a ſoldier's, hath as little of his pay as 
his company. | 

Peach. And had not you the common. views of a gen- 
tlewoman in your matriage, Poi | 

Polly. I don't know what you mean, fir. 

Peach. Of a jointure, and of being a widow. 

Polly. But I love him, fir: how then. could I hare 
thoughts of parting with him? 

Peach, Parting with him! Why, that is the whole 
ſcheme and intention of all marriage-articles. The com- 
fortable eſtate of widowhood is the only hopes that 
up a wife's ſpirits. Where is the woman who would 
ſcruple to be a wife, if ſhe had it in her power to be a 
widow whenever ſhe pleas'd ? If you have any views 
of this ſort, Pally, I ſhall think the match not ſo very 
unreaſonable. f | 

Polly. How I dread to hear your advice! Yet I muſt 
deg you to explain yourſelf. | | 

Peach, Secure what he hath got, have him peach'd the 
next ſeſſions, and then at once you are made a rich widow. 

Polly. What, murder the man 1 Iove! The blood runs 
cold at my heart with the very thought of it. 

Peach. Fye, Polly ! what hath murder to do in the 
affair? Since the thing ſooner or later muit happen, I 


dare ſay, the captain himſelf would like that we. ſhould 


t the reward for his death ſooner than a ſtranger. Why, 
olly, the captain knows, that as 'tis his employment to 
rob, ſo tis our's to take robbers ; every man in his bufi- 
neſs. So that there is no malice in the caſe, *. 
Mrs, Peach. Ay, huſband, now you have nick'd the 
matter, To have him peach'd is the only thing could ever 
make me forgive het. On | | 


AIR XII.“ © Now ponder well, ye parents dear,” | 
Polly, Ob, ponder well! be not ſevere; | 


To ſave a wretched wife ; | 
Fur on the rape that hangs my dear, 


Depends. poor Polly's life. | M 
7 5 Fenner MN. 
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Mer. Peach. But your duty to your parents, huſſy 
ebliges you to hang him. What would many a wife give 
for ſuch an opportunity) 
Polly. What is a jointure, what is widowhood to me ? 
I'know my heart. Tanne ſurvive him. 
ATR XIII. Le printemps rapelle aux armes.“ 
T he #n#tle ibu wwith plaintide crying, 
Her luer dying, N , 
. The tartle rar with plaintive crying, 
Laments her deve. 
Heu be drops quite ſpent cu fighing, 
Pair d in death, as fai in love. 
Thus, fir, it will happen · to your poor Polly. 2 
Mrs, Peach. Wha? js the fool le 4 earneſt then? 


-F hate thee for being particalar: Why, wench, thou art 


a ſhame to thy very tex. | | 
Polly. But her me, mother. If ever you lov d—— — 
M. Peach. Thoſe curſed play-books ſhe reads have 
been her ruin. One word mote, Bully, and I ſhall knock 
your brains out, if yon have any. 

Peach. Keep out of the way, Polly, for fear of miſchief, 
and conſider of what is propoſed to you, | 
Mi. Peach. Away, huſly, hang your hufband, and be 
dutiful. [ Polly ae. The thing, huſband, mutt 
and ſhall be done. For the ſake of intelligence we muſt 
take other meafutes, and Have kim peach'd the next ſeſſions 
withoot her conſent. If ſhe will not know her duty, we 
know ours. „„ ' 

Peach. But really, m dear, it grieves one's heart to 
fake off a great man. When I co ider his perſonal bra- 


© very, his fine tratagem, how much we have already got 


by him, and how much more we may get; methinks I 
can't find in my heart to have a hand in his death, 1 wiſh 
you could have made Pelly undertake it. 1 
; ore Peach, But in caſe of neceſſit Our own lives are 
In Ager. : | 2 1 
Prork, Then, indeed, we muft comply with the cuf 
toms of the world, and make gratitude give way to in- 
tereſt, —He ſhall be taken off. : 
Wer Peach. I' nndertake to manage Polly. 
-"-Feach. And I'll prepare matters for the Ol Batley. 
[Axt Peachum ard Mrs, Peachum. 
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Pally. Now I am a wretch, indeed Methinks I ſee 
him already in the cart, ſweeter and more lovely than the 
noſegay in his hand ! I hear the erowd extolling his reſo- 

lution and intrepidity !—What vollies of fighs are ſent 
from the windows of Holborn, that ſo comely a youth 
ſhould be brought to diſgrace !——T1 ſee him at the tres! 
the whole circle are in tears! even butchers weep !—— 
Jacl Ketch himſelf heſitates to perform his duty, and 
would be glad to loſe his fee by a reprieve. What then 
will become of Polly /—As yet, I may inform him of 
their deſign, and aid him in his eſcape.—It ſhall be ſo—- 
But then he flies, abſents himſelf, and I bar myſelf from 
his dear, dear converſation ! that too will diftrat me.— 
If he keeps out of the way, my papa and mama may in 
time relent, and we may be happy.—If he ſtays, he is 
hang'd, and then he is loſt for ever !—He intended to lie 
conceal'd in my room till the duſk of the evening: If 
they are abroad I'll this inſtant let him out, left ſome ac> 
cident ſhould prevent him. ; . 
| [ Exit, and returns with Macheath. 
AIR XIV. Pretty Parrot, ſay, &c.“ 
Mach. | Pretty Polly, ſay, Ds 
A [ was away, 
\ Did your 2 Hray 
To fame newer ? 
Polly, | Without diſeuſe, - 
| . Heaving ſighs, > 
Doating eyes, ; 
V conflant heart diſcover, 
Mach, Fondly let me loll © 
| Q pretty, pretty Poll. | 

Polly. And are you as fond as ever, my dear? 

Mach. Suſ my honuor, my courage, ſuſpect any 
thing but my love. May my piſtols miſs fire, and my maie 
flip her ſhoulder when I am purſu'd, if I ever forſake thee! 

Polly. Nay,. my dear, I have no reaſon to doubt you, 
for I find in the romance you lent me, none of the great 
heroes were ever falfe in love. #4. 


AIR XV. Pray, fair one, be kind,” 
Mach. My. heart was fo free, 
Ii rov'd like a: bee, 
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97% Peny my paſtor requited; 
Ji each ber, 
* thang'd vy bout, . 
Bar have ee ry er ir wilted. | 
Polly. Were 725 ſenteneed to tranſportation, ſure, my 
dear, you could not leave me behind you—could you ? 
Mach. Is there any power, any force that could tear 
my ftom cher? You might ſooner-tear a penſion out ot the 
Hands of a courtier, a fee from à lawyer, a pretty woman 
from a looking-glaſs, or any woman from quadrille.— 
but to tear thee from me is impoſſible! 
AIR XVI. Orer the hills and far away,” 
Were I hid on Greenhand's c, 
Au in my am enttirac'd my laſt, 
* Warm amiſſt rtermul froſt, | | 
1 4 The PIER night would pafe,. 
Polly. Were la vn Indian foil, g 
. Soon as the burning day <vas thi't, 
Trau met the — N 
Mun on my charaney 't br, 4. 
Mach. And 7 n 1 all 8 
Polly. Every night und plays 


Mach. 1[fawwith me you'd xdly fray © 


Polly. r the Billy an Far away. - 
Polly. Yes, T would go with thee: But oh! —how Hall 

I:ſpeak it? I muſt be torn from thee. We muſt part. 
| ach; How ! part! "A * 

Polly. We muſt, we muſt. My papa and mama are 
ſet againſt thy life. They now, even now are in 
after thee; They are preparing evidence againſt thee, — 
Thy life depends upon a moment. 


AIR XVII. Eis thou wert mine ane thing,” 


Oo —_— it 's to part! * 
Cari I leave ren Jure thee ? 
„ to pr! 
Can Polly ever lde thee ?- 
| But loft death my love ſhould tba, | 
And bring thee tu the fatal cart, 
Thus I teur nber from my bleeding heart © 
3 Fly hence uni Tet ie leade thee, 
Due kiſs, and then one kiſs—begone—farewel, 


%* 
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Mach. My hand, heart, my dear, is ſo rivetied to 
Wine, that I cannot unlooſe my hold. | | 

Polly. But my papa may intercept thee, - and then 1 
ſhould loſe the very glimmering of hope. A few weeks, 
3 may reconcue us all. Shall thy Polly hear from 


Mach. Muſt I then go? 

Polly. And will not abſence change your: love ? 

Mach, If you doubt it, let me ftay—and be hang d. 

Polly. O how I fear, how I tremble - Go- but when 
ſafety will give you leave, you will be ſure to ſee me 
again; for till chen Po/ly is wretched, 


AIR XVIII. O the broom, &c.“ 


Parting and locking back at each other with fondneſs ; be at 
one door, Sie at the otbrr. a 


Mach, The miſer thus afoilling fees, 
| Which he's obig A to pay, 
With figh refigns it Muegrees, 
Ad fears tis gone far aye. 
Polly. Te boy thus, when the ſparrow's flown, 
13 _ be bind in l - | 
Bui ſoon as ou, igt tit gone, 
Whines, whimpers,, fabs, and criet. 


LE 


m ON —_ — — 


ä 
SCENE, A Tavern near Newgate. | 


Jemmy Twiteher, Craok-finger'd, Jack, Wat. Dreary, 
Robin of. t, Nimming Ned, Harry Paddington, 
Mat o' the Mint, Ben Budge, aud thereof of the gang, 

at a table, with wine, brandy,, aud tobacco. WR 


Bu. 


UT pra'thee, Matt, what is become of thy brother 
Tam ? IL. haye net ſeen him Gace my return from 


CY 1 „een " WI + owt 4 Mut. 
* 0 o . = 
- 


*4 


. 5 
* 
* 
* 1 | 


24 THE BEGGAR's OPERA. 


Matt. Poor brother Tom had an accident this time 
twelvemonth ; and fo clever à made fellow he was, that 
I could not ſave him from thoſe' fleaing taſcals the ſur- 

ns ; and now, poor man, he is among the otamys at 
vurgeons-hall. | 
en. So it ſeems, his time was come. d 

Jen. But the preſent time is ours and nobody alive 
hath ,more. Why are the laws levell'd at us? Are we 
more diſhoneſt than the reſt of mankind? What we win, 
gentlemen, is our own by the law of arms, and the right 


of —_— 

Crook, Where ſhall we find ſach another ſet of practical 
philoſophers, who to a man are above the fear of death ? 

at. Sound men, and true! 

Rob. Of try'd courage, and indefatigable induſtry ! 

Ned. Who is there here that —_ not die for his 
friend ? | 

Harry. Show me a gang of courtiers that can ſay as much. 
„Ber. We are for a juſt partition of che world, for every 
man hath a right to enjoy life. 

Matr. We retrench the ſuperſaities of mankind. The 
world is avaritious, and 1 hate avarice. A <ovetous fel- 
low, like a jackdaw, ſteals what he was never made to 
enjoy, for the ſake of hiding it. Theſe are the robbers 
of mankind ; for money was made for the freehearted and 
generous, and where is the injury of taking from another, 

| what he hath not the heart to make uſe of cnt 
1 Jem. Our ſeveral ſtations for the day are fix d. Good 
1 luck attend us all. Fill the glaſſes. , 


| | AIR XIX. *« Fillev'ry glaſs. 


Matt. Fil vi glaſs, for wwine inſpires us, 
Ang fires us | 


| | ; - © With courage, love, and j 9m 7 | 
| eie and ue, Pall ere 
; „ Is there eng bs elſe on earth deferons # * 
| Chorus. Fill vin glaſ, c. 


Mach. Gentlemen, well met. My bean hath Wen 
with you this hour; but an unexpected affair bath 
tain d me. No ceremony, I beg of you. * 

| Mal. 


} To them enter MACHEATH. 
| 
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Mart. We were juſt breaking up to go upon duty. 


Am ] to have the honour of taking the air with you, fir, 


this evening upon the Hearh? I drink a dram now and 
then with the ſtage-coachmen, in the way of friendſhip 
and ny nd. and I know that about this time there 
will be paſſengers upon the weſtern road, who are worth 
ſpeaking with, _ 

Mach. I was to have been of that party—but——, 

Mart. But what, fir! 

Mach. Is there any man who ſu my courage ? 

Matt We have been witneſſes of it. 

Mach, My honour and truth to the gang ? 

Matt. I'll be anſwerable for it. 

Mach. In the diviſion of our booty, have I ever ſhown 
the leaſt marks of avarice and injuftice ? 

Matt. By theſe queſtions ſomething ſecms to have ruf- 
fled you. Are any of us ſuſpected ? 

Mach. I have a fixed confidence, gentlemen, in you 
all, as men of honour, and as ſuch I value and reſpec 
you. Peachum is a man that 1s uſeful to us. IG 

Matr. Is he about to Ihew ws any foul play? I'll ſhoot 
him through the head. | 

Mach. I beg you, gentlemen, act with conduct and 
diſcretion, A piſtol is your laſt reſource, - * 

Matt. He knows nothing of this meeting. 

Mach. Buſineſs cannot go on without him. ——He is a 
man that knows the world, and is a neceſſary agent to us. 
Me have had a light difference, and till it is accommo- 
dated, I ſhall be obliged to keep out of his way. Any 
private difpute of mine ſhall be of no ill conſequence to 
my friends. You muſt continue to act under his direc- 
tion; for the moment we break loofe from him, our gang 
1s ruined, 

Matt. As a bawd to a whore, I grant you, he is to us 
of great convenience. | 

Mach. Make him believe I have quitted the gang, 
which I can never do but with life. At our private quar- 
ters IN continue to meet you. A werk or ſo will pro- 
bably reconcile us. 5 

Matt. Your inſtructions ſhall be obſerved, Tis n- 

high time for us to repair ” our ſeveral Cuties; ſo till 
| . the 


—— 
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the evening, at our quarters in Moorfields, we bid -you 

farewell. 5 | | 
Mack I ſhall wiſn myſelf with yau. Succeſs attend 

. Lis down melanchely at the table. 


AIR XX. March in Rinaldo, with drums and trumpets; 
Matt. Let us take the rand. « 
Hark! I hear the found of coaches ! 
J he hour of attak approaches, a 
„To your arms, brave bays, and load. 
See the ball I ho'd ! | 
Let the chemiſts tail like aſſes, 
Our fire their fire ſurpaſſes, 
Ard turns all our lead to gold. 
I The gang ranged in the front of the fla ge, aud lad thiir 
iffol > 2 flick them — 2 — ; then go off 
fenging the firſt part in chorus, | = | 
Mach. What a fool is a fond wenelr! \ Polly is moſt 
confoundedly bit. love the ſex : and a man who loyes 
money, might as well be contented with one guinea, gs 
] with one woman. The town perhaps hath been as much 
_obliged to me. for recruiting it with free-bearted ladies, 
as to any recruiting officer in the army. If it were not 
or us and the other gentlemen of. the ſword, Drury-Laxe 
would ue bite ; 
"AIR XXI. Would you have a young virgin, &.“ 
If the heart . man is de pr with cares, 
The miſt is diſpellid xwhen. a warman atpears ; © 
: Like the notes of a fiddle, foe faveetly, fweetly 
Raiſes the fyurits and charms the ears, 
Roſes and lilies her cheeks dijcloje, 
But her ripe lips are more ſee! than theſe. 
; iP refs her, a . N | 
. Careſs her, | 
With bl, . 
7 Jer Rifſes . | 
Diſgalve us in pleaſure, and ſoft repoſe. 
I. maſt have women. There is nothing unbends the mind 
le them. Money is not fo ſtrong a cordial for the time 
N | p Drawer! 
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bauer! —| Enter Drawer. ] — Is the Porter gone 
for all the ladies, aceording to my directions? 

_ Drawer. I expeQt 3 every minute. But you 
Know, fir, you ſent him as far as rl -inue-Ilole, for 
three of the ladies, for one in Viregar-yard, and for the 
reſt of them ſymewhere about Lukerer's-Lane. Sure ſome 
of them are below, for I hear the bar bell. As they come 
in J will ſhew. chem up. Coming, coming. G 


Exter Mr. Coaxer, Dolly Trull, Mi. Viven, Betty 
Doxy, Jenny Diver, Met. Slammerkin, Sus y Taw - 
dry, and Molly Brazen, 


Mach. Dear Mrs. Coox*'r, you are welcome : you 
look charmingly to-day, I hope you don't-want the re- 
pairs of quality, and lay on paint. Dilly Trull ! kiſs 
me, you ſlut ; are you'as amorous as ever, huſſy? You 
are always fo taken up with ſtealing hearts, that you 
don't allow yourſelf time to ſteal any thing elſe.— Ah, 
Dolly, thou wilt ever be a coquette !-—— Mrs. Vixen, 
I'm yours, I always lov'd a woman of wit and ſpirit ;. 
they make charming miſtreſſes, but plaguey wives, 
Betty Dexy ! come hither, huſſy: do you Fink as hard 
as ever? you had better ſtick to good wholeſome beer; 
for in troth, Betty, ſtrong waters will in time ruin youc 
conſtitution : you ſhould leave them to your betters.—- 
What! and my pretty Jenny Diver too! as prim and 
demure as ever! There is no prude, though ever 12 
high bred, hath a more ſanctify'd look, with a more 
miſchieyous heart: ah! thowgrt a dear artful hypocrite 
Mrs. Slammerkin ! as cateleſs and genteel as ever! 
all you fine ladies, who know your beauty, affect 
4 undreſs.——Pat ſee, here's Sukey Tawdsy come to con- 
tradict what I was ſaying : every thing ſhe gets one ay, 
ſhe lays out upon her back, Why, Sykey, you muit 
keep at leaſt a dozen tally- men. ally Brazen !—\ She _ 
kfſes him. |—That's well done. I love a free-hearted 
wench : thou haſt the-moſt agreeable aſſurance, girl, an! 
art as willing as a turtle.—— But hark ! I hear muſic, 
The Harper is at the door. If mufic be the food of love, 
play on. Ere you ſeat yourſelves, ladies, what - think. 
” C 2. you 
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you of a dance? Come in Exter Harper. ]—Ptay the 
French tune, that Mrs. Slammerkin was ſo fond of. 


[4 dance a la Ronde is the French manner ; near tha 
end of it js this ſong and chorus. | g 


AIR XXII. Cotillon. 
Tonth's the ſeaſon made for h 
* Lowe is then our duty; 
She alone who that emplzyt, 
Well d:jerves her beanty.. 
Let's be gay = 
While we may, 
Beanty's a _jflrwer deſpii'd in decay. 
Chorus, 9 72275 the 2. Sc. a 
= Let ut drink and ſport to-day, 
& | nn - not eee, ; 
TOE | e with youth flies ſaviſt away, 
* Ae is nought but 2 
Dance and ing. | 
| Time's on the wing, 
Life never knows the return of ſpring. 
Chorus. Let us drink, Ee. 


Mach. Now, pray, ladies, take your places. Here, 
fellow. Pays the re the drawer bring us 


more wine. Exit Harper. If any of the ladies chuſe 
gin, I hope they will be ſo free to call for it. 

. Jenny. You look as if you meant me. Wine is ſtrong. 
enough for me, Indeed. , I never drink ſtrong waters, 
but when 1 have the cholic. 
| Mach. Juſt the cxcuſe of the fine ladies! Why, 2 

Lady of quality is never without the cholic. I hope, 
Mrs. Ceaxer, you have had good ſucceſs of late in your 
| vw among t * N * A 

aan. We have ſo m interlopers Vet wit 
induſtry, one may ſtill wn little picking. I carried 
a filveriſſowered laſtring and a piece of black padeſoy to 

Mr. Peachum's lock latt week. | | 

Vir. There's Milly Brazen, hath the ogle of a rattle- 
faake.. She rivettcd a linen-drapet's eyes ſo faſt _= N 
3” eh L,. 
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ber, that he was nick'd of three pieces of cambrick be- 
fore he could look off. ne 
Brax. O dear madam But ſure nothing can come up 
to your handling of laces! - Then you have ſuch a ſwect 
deluding tongue! To cheat a man is nothing; but the 
woman mult have fine parts indeed, who cheats a von! 
Vix. Lace, madam, lies in a ſmall compaſs, and is of 
eaſy conveyanee. But you are apt, madam, to think tos 
well of. your friends. OR , Es 
Coax, If any woman hath more art tHin another, to 
be ſure tis Jenny Diver. Though her fellow de neter to 
agrecable, ſhe can pick his pocket as coolly, as if money 
were her only pleaſure. Now-that is a command of the 
paſſions uncommon in a woman, ae IS 6 
Jenny. I never go to the tavern with a man, but in the 
view of buſineſs. I have other hours, and othe? ſort of 
men for my pleaſure, But had I your addreſs, madam 
I Mach. Have done with your compliments, ladies. 
1 and drink about. You are not ſo fond of me, Tenn, as 
4 vou uſed to be. Lee INE Wd 
Fenny, Tis not convenient, far, to ſhew my fondneſs 
before ſo many rivals. ? | is-your own choice, and got 
the warmth of my inclination, that-will determin you. 


| AIR XXIII. All in a miſty morning. 

© | Beſare the barn-dvr crowing,' 
1 be cock by hens attended, 5550 cat 

His eyes around him. throws „ 4 
Stands for à aubile feſpraded : 

Then one he ſingles from the crews - 
And cheers the happy ben:; 

With h1w do you do, and hw do yow do,» 

Aud bw do you d) again.- | 


Mach. Ah, Jenny ! thou art a dear ſtat. 

Tull. Pray, madam, were you ever in keepigg? 

Tawd. I hope, madamy I han't been fo long upon the 
town, but 1 have met with ſome good fortunes ws w 
my neighbours, | 


Trulli. Pardon me, madam, I meant no harm by tlia 
queſtion ; das only in the way of eonverfation. 
WES C3 Tu ted. 
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Tard. Indeed, madam, if I had not been a fool, E 
might have lived very handſomely with my laſt friend. 
But upon his miſſing five guinggs, be turned me off. 
Now I nerer ſuſpected he had counted them. 

Slam, Who do you leok upon, madam, as your beſt 
fort of k ? | 

Trull. That, madam, is thereafter as they be. 

Slam. I, madam, was once kept by a Jew ;. and bating 
their rehgion, to women they are a ſort of people. 

Tawd. Now for my part, I own [ like an old fellow ; 
for we always make them pay for what they can't do. 

Vix. A ſpruce prentiee, Ft me tell you, ladies, is no. 
Hl thing, they bleed freely. I Have ſent at leaſt two or 
three dozen of them, in my time, to the plantations. 

Jessy. But to be fure, fir, with ſo much good fortune 


a3 you have had upon the toad, you. muſt be grown im- 


menſely rich. 
Mach. The road, indeed, hath done me juſtice, but the 
gaming-table hath been my ruin. 
AIR XXIV. © When once 1 lay with another man's 
wife, &c.” "IM 
Jony. The 'gameſters and lawyers are j ike, 
Var | If they medule, your all is © - wha 
Like giert, "A once they can fin:er a ſou/e, 
Tua ts thry pick, and they pilfer your houſe, 
And prove your eftate to a flranger. 
& man of cone ſhould never put any thing to the rifque 
but his life. Theſe are the tools of a man of honour. 
Cards and dice are only fit for cowardly cheats, who prey 
npor their friends. 
| She takes up» Bis piſtob, Tuwdry takes up the other. 
Tawd, Tis, fir, is fitter for your hand. Beſides your 
loſs to the ladies. Gaming takes 
33 womem How fond could I be of you! 
al 


befoze company 'tis ill bred. 

Mach.. Wanton haffies! we. | 
Jenny. I muſt and will have @ kiſs to give my wine 2 
[They take Lias rowd the neck, and make F ur i» 
Peachum aud Conſtables, e 1a in upon hin:.. 
; Enter 


6. 
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Enter to them Peachum and Conſtables. 


Peach. I ſeize you, fir, as my priſoner. 
Mach. Was this well done, Fenny ? 


Women are 
decoy ducks; who can truſt them! Beaſts, jades, jilts, 
harpies, furies, whores! 

Peach. Your caſe, Mr. Macheath, is not particular. 
The greateſt heroes have been ruined by women. But, to 
do them juſtice, I muſt own they are a pretty ſort of 
creatures, if we could truſt them. You muſt now, fir, 
take your leave of the ladies, and if they have a mind to 
make you 2 viſit, they will be fure to find you at home. 
The gentleman, ladies, lodges ig Newgate, Conſtables, 
wait upon the captain to his lodgings. | 

AIR XXV. When firſt I laid ſiege to my Cheri 

Mach. A the tree I hall ſuffer with pleaſure, , 
| At the tree I ſhall ſuffer with pleaſure, 
t me go where I will, 
In all kinds of ill, 
J. ſhall find no ſuch furies as theſe are. 

Peach, Ladies, I'll take care the reckoning ſhall be dif 
charg'd. [ Exit Macheath, guarded with Peachum 

and Conftables ; the women remain. 

Vix. Look ye, Mrs. Fexny, though Mr. Prachum may 
have made a private bargain with you and Sutey Tawdsy, 
for betraying the captain, as we were all aſſiſting, we 
@ught to go ſhare alike. 

or. I think Ms. Peachazr, after ſo long an acquaint» 
- ance, might have truſted me as well as Jenny Diver. 

Slam. J am ſure at leaſt three men of his hanging, and 
in a year's time too, (if he did me juſtice) ſhould be ſet 
down to my account. 

Trull. Mrs. Slammertin, that is not fair; for you know 
one of them was taken im bed with me. 
|» Fenny. As far as a bowl of punch, or a treat, I beheve 
Mrs. Satey will Join with me.——As for any thing elſe, 
ladies, you cannot in conſcience expect it, | 
Slam. Dear madam 
Frull. I would not for the world 
Jam. Tis impoſſible for me 


. Erull, As I hope to be ſaved, adam 


Slam. 
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S an. Then J muſt ſtay here all night- 
Trull. Since you command me 
[ Exeunt aun great ceremony. 


+ SC ENE, Newgate. 
Lockit, Turnkeys, Macheath, amd Conſtables... 


'. Lock, Noble captain, you are welcome. You have 
not been a lodger of mine this year and half. You know 
the cuſtom, ſir; garmſh; captain, garniſh, Hand me 
down thoſe fetters there. 
Mach. Thoſe, Mr. Lzckit, ſeem to be the heavieſt of 
che whole ſet; With your leave, I ſhould like the fur- 
ther pair better. : | . 

Lack. Look ye, captain, we know what is fitteſt for 
our priſoners. When a gentleman uſes me * ith civility, 
I-always do the beſt I can to pleaſe him.—Hand them 
down, I fav——We, have them of all prices, from one 
guinea to ten, and tis fitting every gentleman ſhould pleaſe 
himſelf. 

Mach. I underſtand you, fir.—[Gives Money. ]—The 
| Nees here are ſo many and ſo exorbitant; that few fortunes 
can bear the expence of getting off handſomely, or dying 
like a gentleman. | 
Lock. Thoſe, I ſee, will fit the captain better —- 
Take down the farther pair. —Do but examine them, fir, 
"—— Never was better work. — How genteelly they are 
made!—— They will fit as.eafy as a glove, and the 
niceſt man in England might not be el to wear 
6 them.—[ He puts on the chains.) —If I had the beſt gentle- 
man in the land in my cuſtody,.I could not equip him 
*more GEO And 15, fic,—I now leave you to 
your private m itations. 1 
+ » _[Exeunt Lockit, Turakeys, and Conſtables. . 
AIR XXVI. Courtiers, courtiers, think it no harm.“ 
Mach. Mar may eſcape from rope and gun: | 
May, fame have 2 the dodhor's pill. 
Who takes woman muſt be undone, 
T hat bafiliſh is ſure to kill, * 1 
The fly that jips treacle is loft in the feet, 
8 Co be that ta- » Waman, wman, . © 
"+ - te Hal taſtes woman, ruin meets,  » « 


— \ 
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To what a woeful plight have I brought myſelf! Here 
muſt I (alk day long, till I am hang'd ) be confined to 
hear the reproaches of a wench, who lays her ruin at my 
door l am in the cuſtody of her father, and to be ſure, 


if he knows of the matter, I ſhall have a fine time on't be- 


twixt this and my execution,——But I promiſed the 
wench marriage What fignifies a promife to a woman ? 
Does not a man in marriage itſelf promiſe a handred things 
he never means to perſorm? Do all we can, women will 
believe us; for tliey look upon a promiſe as an excuſe ſor 
following their own” incſinations— But here comes Lacy, 
and I cannot get from het would I were deaf. 
Enter Lucy. 5 6 
Lucy. You baſe wan, you how can you ever look me 
in the face, after what hath paſt between us? See here, 
perfidious wretch, how I am forc'd to bear about the load 
of infamy you have laid upon me O Macheath ! thou 
haſt robb'd me of my quiet to ſee thee tortur'd would 
give me pleaſure, | | | 
AIR XXVII. A lovely laſs to a friar came. 
Thus when & good houſewife fees a rat, 
In the trap in the morning taken, 
With pleaſure her heart goes pit-a-pat, 
i revenge for the bofs of bacon, - 
T hen e throws him 
To the dog or cat, 
Ta be worried, criſb d, and Spulen. 
Mach. Have you no bowels; no tendernefs, my dear 
Lucy, to ſee a huſband in theſe circumſtances ? r 
3 A huſband! | 
Mach. In every reſpect but the form, and that, my dear, 
may be ſaid over at any time. Friends ſhould not inſiſt 
upon ceremonies. For a man of honour, his word is as 
good as his bond. _ | 
Lucy, Tis the pleaſure of all you fine men to inſult the 
women you have ruin'd. 


AIR XXVIII. © "Twas when the ſeas were roaring,” 


How crael are the traitors 
Who lie and ſwear in jeſt, 
To cheat unguarded creatures 


Of wirtne, fame, and rift ! Me- 


- 
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| Whoever fleas a filling, 
FTD ſhame the guilt conccaß : 


Ia love the perjur'd villain 
With boaſt the theft reveals. 


| Mach. The very firt opportunity, my dear, have but pa- 
tience) you ſhall be my wife'in what manner you pleaſe. 
Lug. Inſinuating monſter! And fo you think 1 know 
nothing of the affair of Miſt Polly Peu bun I could 
tear thy eyes out. 2 a 
Mach. Sure, Lacy, you can't be ſuch a fool as to be 
jealous of Pally] — | 
Lucy. Are you not married to her, you brute, you? 
Mach, Married! \ ery good, Ihe wench gives it out 
only to vex thee, and to ruin me in thy good: opinion. 
"Tis true I go to the houſe, I chat with the girh 1 kiſs 
her, I Gy a Yhouſand things to her (as all gentlemen do) 
that meup-nothing, but to divert myſelf; and now the 
filly jade hath ſet it about that I am married to her, to 
let me know what ſhe would be at. Indeed, my dear / 
Lug, theſe violent paſſions may be of ill conſequence to - 
a woman in your condition. 5 
Lucy. Come, come, captain, for all your aſſurance, 
you know chat miſs Pully hath put it out of your power 
to do me the juſtite you promis'd me. po 
Mach; A jealons woman believes every thing her paſ- 
fion ſuggeſts. To convince you of my fincerity, if we þ 
can find the ordinary, I ſhall have no ſcruple of making 
you my wife; and I know the conſequence of having 
two at a time. fr . , | 
| Lucy. That you are only to be hang'd, and fo get rid 


of them both, 

| - Macb. I am ready, my dear Lacy, to give you ſatis- 

__ facion——if you think there is any in marriage. 

-What can a man of honour do more ? COT 
Lucy. So then it ſeems you are not married to miſs 


W * >" 
3 lach. You know, Lucy, the girl is prodigiouſly con- 
3 ceited. No man can ſay 1 thing to her, but (like 


1 other fine ladies) her vanity makes her think he's her on 
1 forever and ever. 


> 5 AIR. 
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AIR XXIX. . The ſun had loos'd his weary teams. 


The firfl time at the lieling-glaſi 
T he mother ſets her daughter, 
T he image flrikes the ſmiling laſs 
With ſelfelave ever after. 
Zac time /he luole, ſhe's fonder grown, 
Thinks every charm grown ſtronger ; 
But alas, vain maid, all eyes but your own 
Can ſee you are mt younger. 


When women conſider, thoir beauties, they are all alike 
unreaſonable in their demands; for they expect their lovers 
mould like them as long as they like themſelves, |, 
Lucy. Yonder is my father. perhaps this way we may 
ght upon the ordinary, who ſhall try if you will be as 
good as your word for I long to be made an honeſt 
woman. $ [ Execunt, 


Euter Peachum and Lockit, with an account book, 


Loch. In this laſt affair, brother Peachum, we are agreed. 
-Y ou have conſented to go halves in Macheath ? | 
Peach, We ſhall never-fall out about an execution. But 
as to that artiele, pray how ſtands our laſt year's account? 
Lack. If you will ran, your eye over it, you'll find tis 
fair and clearly ftated. * _ © 24+ 
Peach. This long arrear of the. government is very hard 
upon us! Can it be expected that we ſhould hang our ac- 
i ae for nothing, when our betrers will hardly fave 
theirs without being paid for it? Unleſs the people in em- 
ꝓloyment pay better, I promiſe them for the future, I 
ſhall let other rogues hve beſides their o gm. . 
Lack. Perhaps, brother, they are afraid theſe matters may 
be carried too far. We are treated too by them with con- 
tempt, as if our profeſſions were not reputable. wen” 70 
Peach, In one reſpect, indeed, our employment may be 
-reckoned diſhoneſt ; like .great ſtateſmen; we encourage 
thoſe who betray their friends. | | 
Lock, Such language, brother, any where elſe, might turn 
to yur prejudice, Learn to be more guarded, I beg you. 
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| Ned's. caſe; for he told me in the condemn'd hold, that, 


| Her information money, 


: fcom the ws, ſirrah! Col leriuę each ajher. 
2 
 -of an arrant raſcal. | 


etre, and throttle y 


tto the prejudice of your character, I aſk pardon. 


AIR XXX. Ho happy are we, &c. 
M hen you cenſure the age, 
Be cantions and ſage, 
Left the courtier offended ſhould be.: 
1f you mention wice or bribe, 
it fo pat to all the tribe, 
Fach cries —ST hat was levell'd at me. N 


Peach. Here's poor Ned Clinther's name, I ſee. Sure, 
brother Lock, was a little unfair proceeding in 


for value receiv'd, vou had promiſed him a ſeſſion or tuo 
longer without moleſtation. _ 


i. Mr. Peachnm,—<this is the rſt time -my.honour 
was ever called in queſtion | 3 


Peach. Buſineſs 18 at an end if once we act dif- 
*Aonourably. | q 
Lock. Who accuſes me? | 
Peach. You are warm brother. . 
Lock, He that attacks my honour, attacks my -liveki- 
hood. And this uſage—fir—1s not to be borne. 
Peach. Since you provoke me to ſpeak—I muſt tell you. 
10, that Mrs. Caaxer charges you with defrauding her of 
i the ap ending of curl- 
gated Hagb. Indeed, .indeed, brother, we muſt punctually 
pay our ies, or we ſhall have no information. 
Lock. 1s this language to me, ſirrab— who have ſav'd 


or ridding the world 
Lal. „This hand ſhall do the office of the halter you de- 


you dog. | 
_ Peach, Brother, brother—we are both in- the wrong — 
we ſhall both be loſers in the diſpute—for you know we 
Have it in our power to hang each other. Yeu ſhould not 
de ſo nate. | TY 
Lak. Nor you ſo provoking. | 
Peach. Tis our mutual intereſt; tis for the intereſt of 
the world we ſhould agree. If I ſaid any thing, brother, 


Lock. Brother Peaehnm—1 can forgive as well as reſent. 
Give me your hand. Suſpicion does not become a f _ 
Peach, 


» ww 


— 
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Peach. I only meant to give you occaſion to juſtify Four. 
ſelf: but I muſt ſtep home, for I expect the gentleman 
about this ſnuff-box, that Filch nimm'd two nights ago 


in the Park, I appointed him at this hour, Exit. 


| | Enter Lucy. 

Lick, Whence come you, huſſy? 

Lucy, My tears might anſwer that queſtion. 

Lock, You have then been whimpering and fondling, 
like a ſpanniel, over that fellow that hath abus'd you. 

Lucy. One can't help love; one can't cure it. Tis not 
in my power to obey you, and hate him. N 

Lock. Learn to bear your huſband's death like a reaſon- 
able woman. Tis not the faſhion, now-a-days, ſo much 
as to affect ſorrow upon theſe occaſions. No woman 
would ever marry, if ſhe had not the chance of mortality 


for a releaſe. Act like a woman of ſpirit, huſſy, and 
thank your father for what he is doing. 


AIR XXII. Of noble race was Shexkin.” 
Lucy, Hs then his fate decreed, fir, 
Such a man can I think of quitting ? 
When firſt we met, ſo moves me yet, 
O fee how my heart is ſplitting ! 
Lick, Look ye, Lucz—there is no ſaving him So, 


I think, you muſt een do like other widows—buy your- 
ſelf weeds, and be chearful, 


AIR XXXII. 

You'll think, ere many days enſue, 

This ſentence not ſevere ; 

J hang your huſband, child, tis true, 

But with him hang your care. 
Twang dang dille dee. ; 

Like a good wife, go moan over your dying huſband.— 
That, child, is your duty—conſider, girl, you can't have 
the man and the money too—ſo make yourſelf as eaſy as 


you can by getting all you can from him, Exit. 


Enter Machrark. 5 
Lucy. Though the ordinary was out of the way to- day, 
I hope, my dear, you will, upon the firſt opportunity, 
quiet my ſcruples—Oh fir !—my father's hard 1s not 
to be ſoften'd, and I am in the utmoſt deſpair, 
Mach, But if I could 3 a ſmall ſum would not 


twenty 


* 


—— v „ eee " . * 
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twenty guineas, think you, move him ?—Of all the argu- 
ments in the way of buſineſs, the perquiſite is the moſt pre- 
ü Your father's perquiſites for the eſcape of priſon- 
ers muſt amount to a conſiderable ſum in the year. Money 
well tim'd, and properly applied, will do any thing. 


AIR SIS * London ladies. 

If you at an office ſolicit due, 

2 would not have en neglected; 
You mufl quicken the clerk æuilh the perquifite too, 

a $169 his duty directed. 
Or you the frowns of a lady prevent, 
She 260 has the arur* Ling dh 
The perguifite ſoftens her into conſent, 

| That reaſon with all is prevailing. | 

Lucy. What love or money can do, ſhall be done; for 
all my comfort depends upon your ſafety, 

Emer PoLLY. .. | 

Pally. Where is my dear huſband — Was a rope ever 
intended for this neck !—O Jet me throw my arms about 
it, and throttle thee with love !—Why doſt thou turn 
away from me?—"Tis thy Pol tis thy wife. 

Mach. Was ever ſuch an unfortunate raſcal as I am! 
- Lucy. Was there ever ſuch another villain! 

Polly. O Macheaih ! Was it for this we parted ? Taken! 
Impriſon'd! Try'd! Hang'd—Cruel reflection! I'll ta 
with thee 'till death—no force ſhall tear thy dear wife 
from thee now.—What means my love? Not one kind 


word! Not one kind look ! Think what thy Pelly ſuffers 
to ſce thee in this condition. | 


AIR XXXIV. All in the Downs, &c.“ 
Thus when the fewallexw ferking prey, 
 #ithin the ſaſh is cloſely — 
Ai conſort with bemoaning lay, 
Without fits pining for th' event, 
Her chatt' ring lovers all aromm her im: 
She heeds them wot ( poor bird) her fonl's with him. 


. Mach, I muſt diſown her,—{ Afdr.]-—The wench is 


Lucy, Am I then bilk'd of my virtue? Can I have no 
reparation ? Sure men were born to lie, and women 
to believe them! O villain! villain 


Pully, 
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Pally. Am I not your wife ?—Thy negle& of me, thy 


averſion to me, too ſeverely proves it. Look on me,— 
Tell me, am I not thy wife? 

Lucy. Perfidious wretch! 

Pally. Barbarous huſband ! 


Lucy. Hadſt thou been hang'd five months ago, I had 
been happy. 5 


Polly. And I too—If you had been kind to me till 
death, it would not have vex'd me—And that's no very 


unreaſonable requeſt (though from a wiſe) to a man who 
hath not above ſeven or eight days to live. | 

Lacy. Art thou then martied to another? Haſt thou 
two wives, monſter? 


Mach. If women's tongues can ceaſe for an anſwer— 
hear me. 


Lucy, 1 won't—Fleſh and blood can't bear my uſage. 
Polly, Shall I not claim my own ? Juſtice bids me ſpeak, 


AIR XXXV. * Have you heard of a frollekſome ditty.” 
Mach, Hot happy could I be with either, 
Were t'uher dear charmer op 
But while you thus teaze me tog 


! 
ether, 
To neither a word will I fay ; 

But tol de roll, &c. 


Pally. Sure, my dear, there ought to be ſome preference 
ſhewn to a wife! At leaſt, ſhe may claim the appearance 
of it. He muſt be diſtracted with misfortunes, or he 
could not uſe me thus! : 

Lucy. O villain, villain! thou haft deceiv'd me I could 
even inform againſt thee with pleaſure, Not a prude 


« 


wiſhes more _Y to have facts againſt her intimate ac- 


quaintance, than I now wiſh to have facts againſt thee, I 
would have her ſatisfaction, and they ſhould all out. 
| AIR XXXVI. IIriſn Trot,” 

Polly. 1'm bab. 

Lucy. = = = = - ['m bubblI'd, . 

Polly. O haw I am traubl d“ 

Lucy. Bamboreled and bit. 

Polly = = = = = - My diirefſes are dub dl. 

Lucy. When you come to the tree, ſhould th: hangman refuſe, 


Theſe fingers with pleaſure could faſten the une. 
Polly. I' bubbl'd, &c, i n 


* 
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Mach. Be paciſied, my dear Lucy—This is all a fetch of 
Pelly's to make me deſperate with you incaſe I got off, 
If I'm hang'd, ſhe would fain have the credit of being 
thought my widow—Really, Polly, this is no time for a 
diſpute of this ſort ; for whenever you are talking of mar- 


riage, I am, 
"Path. And 


ha 


think3ng of hanging. 
thou a heart to perſiſt in diſowning me? 
Mach, And haſt thou the heart to 


rſiſt in perſuading 


me that I am, marcied? Why, Poly, doſt thou ſeek to ag- 


his cucumſtances, 


7 i - 4 , J 


Polly. 


 gravate my misfortunes ? 


Lacy. Really, Miſs Peacham, you but expoſe yourſelf. 
Beſides, tis :barbarous in you, to worry a gentleman is 


* Polly. 


= 


AIR XXXVIL 


+ Ceaſe your funning ; 


Force or cunning 


. - Newer ſhall my heart trepan, 


All theſe ſallies, 
Are but malice, 


To ſeduce my conftkant man, 


*Trs moſt certain, 
By their flirting. 


Women oft have exwvy ſhown : 


* - Plenrd to ruin, 


Others ewoving ; | 
Newer happy in their own / 


Decency, madam, methinks mig 


"behave yourſelf with ſome reſerve wit 
while his wife is preſent, 
Mach. But ſeriouſly, Polly, this is carrying the joke a 


little too far. 
Lucy. If you are d 


. 


t teach you to 
the huſband, 


etermin'd, madam, to raiſe a diſturb- 


ance in the priſon, I ſhall be oblig'd to ſend for the 
turnkey to ſhew you the door, I am ſorry, madam, you 
force me to be ſo ill-bred, 
Polly. Give me leave to tell you, madam, theſe forward 
airs do not become you in the leaſt, madam. And my duty 


madam, obliges me to ſtay with my huſband, madam. 


EG 
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AIR. XXXVII. . Good-morrow, goſſip Joan." 
Lucy. Why how now, madam Flirt? 5 
[f yot thus muſt chatter, 
And are for throwing dirt, 
Lets jee who beſt can ſpatter ; | 
Wiy how Madam Flirt! 
Polly. now, fancy jade ? 
| Sure the auench is 170 7 
How can yon ſee me made [To him. 
T he ſeoff of ſuch a g 
| Saucy jade ! [To her, 
Euter PrACHUM. 


Peach, Where's my wench ? Ah huſſy! hufſy !—Come 
ou home, you flut; and when your fellow is hang'd 
| "g +} ons to make your family ſome amends. 

ly. Dear, dear father, do not tear me from him—lI 
muſt ſpeak ; I have more to ſay to him—Oh ! twiſt thy 

fetters about me, that he may not haul me from thee ! 
Peach. Sure all women are alike ! If ever they commit 
one folly, they are ſure to commit another by expoſing 


themſelves—Away—not a word more - You are my pri- 
ſoner now, huſly. 


AIR XXXIX. rim Howl. 


Polly, Ne power on earth can cer divide 
T he knot that ſacred love hath gy d. 
When parents draw againſt our mind, 
The true lover's knot they fafter bind. 
Oh, oh ray, oh Amborah—ob, oh, Oc. 
Tos [ Exeunt Peachum and Polly, 
Mach. I am naturally compaſſionate, wife; ſo that I 
could not uſe the wench as ſhe deſery'd ; which made you 
at firſt ſuſpect there was ſomething in what ſhe ſaid. 
Lucy. Indeed, my dear, I was itrangely puzzled. 
Mach. If that had been the caſe, her father would never 


have brought me into this circumſtance—No, Lucy, —L 
had rather die than be falſe to thee. 


Lucy. How happy am I, if you fay this from your 
— 2 


For I love thee ſo, that I could ſooner bear to ſee 
thee hang'd than in the arms of another. 


Mach, But could you bear to ſee me hang'd? 
| D 3 Lucy, 
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| Lucy. Q Macheath, I can never live to ſee that day. 

Mach. You ſee, Lug, in the account of love you are 
in my debt; and you muſt now be convinced, that I had 
rather chuſe to die than be another's. Make me, if poſſi- 
ble, love thee more, and let me owe my life to thee—If 
you refuſe to aſſiſt me, Peachum and your father will ſoon 
put me beyond all means of eſcape. 

Lacy. My father, I know hath. been drinking hard with 
the priſoners: and I fancy he is now taking his nap in his 


thee, my dear ? a | | 

- » Mach, If we are together, t'will be impoſſible to lie con- 
ceal'd, As ſoon as the ſearch begins to be a little cool, I 
will ſend to thee — Till then, my heart is thy priſoner. 
Luc. Come, then, my dear huſband—owe thy life to 
me—and thongh you love me not—be grateful—But that 
Polly runs in my head ſtrangely. > | 
Mach. A moment of time may make us unhappy for ever. 


. 


don rqom—lIf I can procure the keys, ſhall I go off with 


Lucy. 


. 
* - 

- 

1 


AIR XL, * The Laſs of Patie's Mill. 
I. the heul pub. 


M hoſe mate hath lift ber fide, 


ben hounds, from morn to eve, 
Chace o'er the country wide. 
Where, can my liver hide ! 
© Where feat the wary pack ? 
If live be not bit gude, OO - 
He never will come back 
8 * b | 


A:CT III. 
LL. $ CEN E, | Newgate. 


| _ Lockir, 
No be ſure, wench, you muſt have been aiding and 


1 - abetting to help him to his eſcape. | 
Lacy. Sir, hath been Peachum and his daughter 
Pol and to be ſure, they know the ways of Newgate as 
yell as if they had been born and bred in the place all their 
lives. Why muſt all your ſuſpicion light upon me, 
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Lock, Lucy, Lucy, I will have none of theſe ſruMing. 
anſwers, 0 7 
| Lacy. Well then—If I know any thing of him, I wiſh: 
I may be burnt! | - 
Lock. Keep your temper, Lac, or I ſhall pronounce 
you guilty, | | 7 
. Lacy. Keep your's, fir, —I do wiſh I may be burnt, I 
do. And what can I ſay more to convince you ? - 
Lak, Did he tip handſomely ?=How much did he 
come down with? Come, huſſy, don't cheat your father; 
and I hall not be angry with you—Perhaps, you have 
made a better bargain with him than I could have done. 
How much, my good girl ? 
Lucy. You know, fir, I am fond of him, and would 
have - Wi mofe money to have kept him with me. 
Lack. Ah, Lucy! thy education might have put thee 

more upon thy guard; for a girl in the bar of an ale- 
houſe is always beſieg'd. A 

Lucy, Dear fir, mention not my education—-for 'twas 

to that I owe my ruin, | | 


A1R-XLI. * If love's a ſweet paſſion, &c. 


When young at the bar you 7 taught me to ſcore, 
And bid me be free of my lips, and no more; 

I aua kiſs'd by the parſon, the *ſqire and the ſet ; 
hen dhe gueſt was departed, «the kiſs was forgot. 
But his kiſs was fo ſweet, and ſo cloſely he preſt, 
That I languiſb d and pin d till I granted the reſt. 


If you can forgive me, fir, I will make a fair confeſſion ; 
for to be ſure, he hath been a moſt barbarous villain to me. 
Lick. And ſo you have let him eſcape, hufſy, —-have 
ou? | 
Lacy. When a woman loves, a kind look, a tender 
ord can perſuade her to any thing—and I could aſk no 
Ther eng - : | 

Lack. Thou wilt always be a vulgar ſlut, Lucy—If you 
would not be look'd upon as a fool, you ſhould never do 
any thing but upon the foot of intereſt, "Thoſe that act 
otherwiſe are their own bubbles. | 

Lucy, But love, fir, is a misfortune that may happen wo ; 


» 
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the moſt diſcreet woman; and in love we are all fools 
alike.—-Notwithſtanding all he ſwore, I am now fully 
convinc'd thar Polly Peachum is actually his wife. —Did I 
let him eſcape (fool that I was!) to go to her — 
will wheedle herſelf into his money, and then Peachum 
will hang him, and cheat us both. 

Lock 80 I am to be ruin'd, becauſe, forſooth, you mult 
be in love ?—a pretty excuſe ! 

Lucy. I could murder that impudent happy ſtrumpet : 
II gave him his life, and that creature enjoys the ſweets 
of it Ungrateful Macheath / _ 


AIR XLII. South Sea ballad.” 
M love is all madneſs and folly, 
Alone I tye, | 7 
Toſs, tumble, and cr, 
What a happy crealure is Polly ! 
Was cer. ſuch à wretch as I! 
With rage I redden like ſcarlet, 
That my dear inconflant varlet, 
Stark Blind to my charms, 
Is liſt in the arms 
* Of that jilt, that inveigling barlut ! 
* | Stark blind to my charms, 
Is Ie in the arms 
Of that jilt, that inveigling harlat ! 
T his, this my reſentment » Say 


Lok. And ſo, after all this miſchief, I muſt ſtay here 
to be entertain'd with your caterwauling, miſtreſs puſs ! 
Out of my * wanton ſtrumpet, you ſhould faſt and 
mortify yourſelf into reaſon, with now and then a little 
handſome diſcipline to bring you to your ſenſes.—Go. 
—{ Exa Lucy.]—Peachumn then intends to outwit me in 
this affair; but I'll be even with him. —The dog is 
in his liquor, ſo I'll try him that way, get ſecret 
from him, and turn this affair to my own advantage. 
Lions, wolves, and vultures, don't live together in herds, 
droves, or flocks, —Of all animals of prey, man is the only 
ſocial one. Every one of us preys upon his neighbour, 
and yet we herd together. —/'achum is my companion, 
my friend.— According to the cuſtom of the — 2 

, 3 


} 
4 
ö : 
4 
"4 
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deed he may quote thouſands of precedents for cheating 


me—And ſhall I not make uſe of the privilege of friend- 
ſhip to make him a return ? | 


AIR XLIII. Packington's Pound.“ 
Thus gameſters united in friendſhip are found, 
Wg they know Aer 7 oft all is a cheat; 
T hey flock to their prey at the dice-box's found, | 
And join to promote one anather's deceit. 
But if by miſhap | 
They fail of a chap, | | 
To keep in theis hands, they each other entrap; 
Like piles, lank with hunger, who miſs 25 their ends, 
T hey bite their companions, and prey on their friends, 
Now, Peachum, you and I, like honeſt tradefmen, are 
to have a fair trial, which of us two can over-reach the 
other, Lucy Enter Lucy. Are there any of Peachum's. 


Po now in the houſe ? 


ucy. Filch, fir, is drinking a quartern of ſtrong waters 
in the next room with black Mall, | | 
Lack, Bid him come in. [Exit Lucys 
8 a Enter F 1 LE. 
Why, boy, thou look'ſt as if thou wert half ſtarved: like 
a ſhotten herring. * ä 
Filch. One had need have the conſtitutiot. of a horſe to 
go through the buſincſs.—Since the favorite child-getter 
was diſabled by a miſhap, I have pick'd up a little money 
by helping the ladies to a pregnancy againſt their being 
call'd down to ſentence, —But if a man cannot get an 


honeſt livelihood in an eaſier way, I am ſure, tis what I 
cannot undertake for another ſeſſion. 


Lock. Truly, if that great man ſhould tip off, twould 
be an irreparable loſs. "The vigour and proweſs of a 


knight-errant never ſaved half the ladies in diſtreſs that 


he hath done.— But, boy, can'ſt thou tell me where 
thy maſter is to be found? _ | 
Filch. At his lock,“ fir, at the Crooked Billet. 
Lock, Very well—I have nothing more with you, 
[Exit Filch. |—-I'll go to him there, for I have many 
important affairs to ſettle with him; and in the way of 


A cant word, fignifying a warehouſe where ſtolen goods are 
depoſited, | 
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thoſe tranſactions, I'll artfully get into his ſecret, 80 


that Macheath ſhall not remain a day longer out of my 


clutches. Exit. 


SCENE, 4 Gaming-Houſe. 


Ma CurATH in a fne tarniſh'd coat, Bux Bur, and 
Marr o'the Mint. 


Mach. I am ſorry, gentlemen, the road was ſo barren 
of money. When my friends are in difficulties, I am 
always glad that my fortune can be of ſervice to them, 
—r{ Geves them money.) —You fee, gentlemen, I am not 
a mere court friend, who profeſſes every thing and will do 


AIR XLIVV. Lillibdlero.” 


The modes of the court fo common ate grown, 
© 6 = repay Angra af errant wb 
Friendſbip for intereft is but a loan, 
Which they let out for what they can get. 
'T is true, you find 
1 Some friends fo kind, ' f 
| Who will give you good counſel themſebves to defend - 
5 In forrowful dug, | | 
They promiſe, they pity, 
But ſhift ycu for money from friend to friend. 


But we, tlemen, have ftill honour enough to break 
through the corruption of the world. And while I can 
ſerre you, you may command me. | 
Ben. It grieves my heart that ſo generous a man ſhould 
be invo in ſuch difficulnes, as oblige him to live with 
ſuch ill company, and herd with punteftvr. | | 
Matt. See the partiality of mankind !—Ohe man may 
ſteal a horſe, fetter than another look over a hedge. —— 
Of all mechanics, of all ſervile handicrafts-men, a game- 
ſſter is the vileſt. But yet, as many of the quality ate of 
the profefiion, he is admitted amonſt the politeſt company. 
I wonder we are not more reſpected. 
Mach. There will be deep play to-night at Marybore, 
and conſequently money may be picked up upon the —— 
g | . 


) ; 


f 
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Meet me there, and I'll give you the hint who is worth 
ſetting. 

Matt. The fellow with a brown coat with a narrow 
gold binding, I am told is never without money. 

Mach. What do you mean, Matt? Sure you will not 
think of meddling with him !—He's a good honeſt kind 
of a fellow, and one of us. 

Ben. To be ſure, fir, we will put ourſelves under your 
direction. | 8 

Mach. Have an eye upon the money- lenders.— A rou- 
leau, or two, would prove a pretty ſort of an expedition. 
I hate extortion, oY 

Matt. Thoſe rouleaus are very pretty things, —T hate 
your bank bills—there is ſuch a hazard in putting them off. 

Mach. There is a certain man of diſtinction, who in his 
time hath nick'd me out of a deal of the ready. He 
is in my caſh, Ben; I'Il point him out to you this evening, 
and -you ſhall draw _ him for the debt.— The com- 
pany are met; I hear the dice- box in the other room. So, 
gentlemen, your ſervant. You'll meet me at Marybone, 


SCEN E, Peachum's Lock. 


4 table with auine, brandy, pipes, and tobacco. 


Pracuum, Lockir. 


Lock. The coronation account, brother Peachum, is of 
ſo intricate a nature, that I believe it will never be ſettled, 
Peach. It conſiſts, indeed, of a great variety of articles. 
It was worth to our people, in = of difterent kinds, 
above ten inſtalments. This is part of the account, bro- 
ther, that lies open before us. | 
8 lady's tail of rich brocade that, I ſee, is diſ- 
ed of. | 
"Pooh To Mrs. Diana Trapes, the tally-woman, and 
ſhe will make a good hand on't in ſhoes and flippers, to 
trick out young ladies, upon their going into keeping. 
Lock. But I don't fee any article of the jewels. 
Peach. Thoſe are ſo well known, that they muſt be ſent 
abroad—you'll find them entered under the article of ex- 
ortation, As for the ſnuff-boxes, watches, ſwords, &c. 
Fr thought it beſt to enter them under their ſeveral heads. 


4 THE BEGGAR's OPERA, 


L:ck. Seven and twenty women's pockets complete; 
with the ſeveral things therein mined ; all ſealed, num- 
ber'd, and enter'd. 

18 ; Peach. But, brother, it is impoſſible for us now to enter 
M$; upon the affair. We ſhould have the whole day before us. 
| | Beſides, the account of the laſt half year's plate is in a 
| bock by itſelf, which lies at the other office. 

| L:ck. Bring us then more liquor. To-day ſhall be for 
pleaſure——to-morrow for buſineſs. Ah, brother, thoſe 
| daughters of ours are two ſlippery huſſies—keep a watch- 
ful eye upon Polly, and Macheath in a day or two ſhall 
| be our own again. | 


A GAL. Down in the Nerth County. | 
Lock. What gudgeons are aue men! | 


Ew'ry woman's eaſy prey: 
TJ ave have felt * 4 again 
Ve bite and = betray. 
The bird that hath been trapt, 
When he hears his calling mate, 
To her he flies, again bes clapt 
Within the aviry grate. 
Peach. But what ſignifies catching the bird, if your 
daughter Lucy will ſet open the door of the cage ? 
Lack. If men were anſwerable for the follies and frail- 

ties of their wives and daughters, no friends could keep a 

good correſpondence together for two days. This is 

unkind of you, brother; for among good friends, what J 

they ſay or do goes for nothing. | 
ME Enter a SERVANT, 

' Wi! Serv. Sir, here's Mis. Diana Trapes: wants to ſpeak 
21 with you. . 
We: Peach. Shall we admit her, brother Lockit # 

Lock. By all means—ſhe's a good cuſtomer, and a ſine- 
ſpoken woman—and a woman who drinks and talks fo 
i ely will enliven the converſation. | | 
Peach, Deſire her to walk in. [ Exit Servant, 


| | | Enter Mrs, TRAPES. 
| 


- Peach. Dear Mrs. Dye, your ſervant—we may know 
| | by your kiſs, that your gin is excellent. | 
T rapes. I was always very curious in my liquor, 


— 


* 


—— —— —j—ä4— ͤ b —: 
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Lock. There is no perfumed breath like it—T have been 

jong 1 with the fla voar of thoſe lip han't I, 
IS, e ? 232 | | F 
Trapes. Fill it up. I take as large draughts 

as I did of love, I hate aflincher at either. 


AIR XLVI. © A ſhepherd kept ſheep, c“. 
In the days of my youth ¶ could bill like a deve, fa, la, &c. 
Like a ſparrow at all times vas ready for love, fa, la, &c. 
T he life of all mortals in kifſing ſhould pH 
Lip ts lip while cue re young, then the lip io theglaſs,fa,la, &c. 
But now, Mr. Peachum, to onr. buſineſs. If you have 
blacks of any kind, brought in of late; mantuas velvet 
ſcarfs—petticoats—let it be what it will am your chap 
—for all my ladies are very fond of mourning. 

Peach. Why, look ye, Mrs. Dye, —you deal ſo hard 
with us, that we can afford to give the gentlemen, who 
venture their lives for the goods, little or nothing. 

| Trapes, The hard times oblige me to go very near in mp 
dealing, To. be ſure, of late years I have been a great 
ſufferer by the parliament. Three thouſand pounds would 


of liquor 


hardly make me amends, The act for deſtroying the 


Mint. was a ſevere cut upon our buſineſs—till then, if a 
cuſtomer ſtept out of the way—we knew where to have 


her no doubt you know Mrs, Coaxer—there's a wench 


now {till to-day) with a good ſuit of clothes of mine upon 
her back, and I could never ſet eyes upon her for three 
months together. Sinee the act too againſt impriſonment 
for ſmall ſums, my loſs there too has been very confiderable 
and it muit be ſo, when a lady can borrow a handſome 
petticcat, or a clean gown, and I not have the leaſt hank 
upon her! and o' my conſcience, now-a-days, moſt ladies 
take a delight in — when they can do it with ſafefy. 

Peach. Madam, you had a handſome gold watch of us 
t'other day for ſeven guineas. Conſidering we muſt have 


our profit to a gentleman. upon the road, a gold watch 
v ill be ſcarce worth the taking. 


T rapes, Conſider, Mr. Peachum, that watch was re 
markable, and not of very ſafe ſale, If you have any 
black velvet ſcarf they ace handſome winter wear, 


and take with moft gentlemen who deal with my cuf- 
tomers. Tis I that put * ladies upon a good _ 
15 


. 
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*Tis not youth or beauty that fixes their price, The gen- 
tlemen always pay according to their dreſs, from half a 
crown to two guineas, and yet thoſe huſſies make nothing 
of bilking me. hen too, allowing for accidents, I have 
eleven fine cuſtomers. now down under the ſurgeon's-hand 
what with fees and other expences, there are great out- 
goings, and no comings-in, and not à farthing to pay for 
at leaſt a month's clothing. We run great riſques—great 
ri ſques indeed. | 

Peach, As I remember, you ſaid ſomething juſt now of , 
Mrs. Caaxer. | | i 
' Trapes, Ves, fir. | To be ſure I ſtript her of a ſuit of 2 
my. own clothes about two hours ago ; and have left her | 
as ſhe ſhould be; in her ſhifr, with a lover of her's at my 
houſe. She call'd him upſtairs as he was going to Mary- 
bene in a hackney coach. And TI hope, for her own ſake 
and mine, ſhe will perſuade the captain to redeem her, 
for the captain is very muy to the ladies. 

Lock. What captain? 4 | 

Trapes. He thought I did not know him. An intimate 

' acquaintance of yours, Mr. Prachum only captain 
Macheath——as fine as a lord. 

Peach. To-morrow, dear Mrs. Dye, you ſhall ſet your 
own price upon any of the goods you like—we have at 
leaſt half . velvet 3 and all at your ſervice. 
Will you give me leave to make you a preſent of this ſuit R 
of night-clothes for your own wearing ?——— But are you 1 
ſure it is captain Macheath ? | 

Trepes. Though he thinks I have forgot him, nobody 
knows him better. I have taken a great deal of the cap- 
tain's money in my time, at ſecond hand, for he always 
lov'd to have his ladies well dreſt. | 

Peach, Mr. Locket and I have a little buſineſs with the 
captain: you underſtand me and we will fatisfy 
you for Mrs. Caaxer's debt. hey £024 5 4 

Leck. Depend upon it—we'will deal like men of 
honour. | 4b; 

Trapes. I don't enquire after your affairs—ſo whatever 
happens, I waſh my hands on't. It hath always been 
my maxim, that one friend ſhould help another. But if 

you pleaſe—T'll take one of the ſcarfs home with me! tis 
always good to have ſontething in hand. 0 
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ä Lucy. 3 ! : 
Jealouſy, rage, love, and fear, are at once tearing me 
to pieces. How I am weather-beaten and ſhatter'd wich 
diftreſſes! ; # 
AIR XLVII. One evening, having loft my way. 
0 2 ESTES 
Now high, now low, on each billiw borne, 
With her rudder broke, and her anchor Ia, 
Deſerted and all forlorn, | 
7 While thus I lie rolling and toffing all night,” 
| T hat Polly lies ſporting on ſeas of delight, ; 
9954 16 evenge, wats pg revenge, e e HI , 
Shall appeaſe my reſileſt ſprite. 3 | 30% | 
I have the ratſbane ready. I run no riſque; for I can lay | 
her death upon the gin, and ſo many die of that naturally, 
that I ſhall never be call'd in queſtion, But ſay 1 were to 
be hang d—I never could be bang'd for any thing that 
would give me greater comfort, than the poiſoning that ſlug, 


Enter FiLCH, 


Filch. Madam, here's our miſs Polly come to wait up- 
on you, 5 : | 6 £4 | 
Lacy. Shew her up. _ EAT LAT os 


\ 


r EOS 0 4 

) f Lucy. Dear madam, your ſervant; I hope you will 
prom my paſſion, when I was ſo happy to ſee you laſt, 

was ſo over-run with the ſpleen, that 1 was perfectly out 


of myſelf. And really, when one hath the ſpleen, every 
thing is to be excuſed by a friend. 


| AIR XLVHI. Nov, Roger, I'll tell thee, &c,” 
| Wheh a wife's in ber pout, 
{ As ſhe's ſametimes no doubt ) 
The good huſband as meek as a lamb, . : © 
Her wvapours 10 Hill, 
Firft grants her ber will, 
And the queting draught is a.dram. | 
Poor man { And the quitting draugbt is a ds . 


E2 7 ll with 


—_— 


5: THE BEGGAR's OPERA. 
I with all our quarrels might have ſo comfortable a 
reconciliation, ' | 

Polly. I have no excuſe for my own behaviour, madam, 


but my misfortunes. And really, madam, I ſuffer too 
upon your account. 


Lacy. But, miſs Polh—In the way of friendſhip, will 


you give me leave to propoſe a glaſs of cordial to you ? 

Pally. Strong waters are apt to give me the head-ach— 
I hope, madam, you will excuſe me. | 

Lucy. Not the greateſt lady in the land could have bet- 
ter in her cloſet, for her own private drinking. You 
ſeem mighty low in ſpirits, my dear. 

Polly. I am ſorry, m my health will not allow 
me to accept of your offer. I ſhould not have left you in 
the rude manner I did when we met laſt, madam, had not 
my papa haul'd me away ſo u dly. I was indeed, 
ſomewhat provok d, and perhaps might uſe ſome expreſ- 
fions that were diſreſpectful. But really, madam, the 
captain treated me with ſo much contempt and cruelty, 
that I deſerved your pithy, rather than your, reſentment, 
Lsg. But fince his efcape, no doubt all. matters are 
made up again. Ah Polly / Polly ! "tis I am the unhappy 
wife; and he loves you as if you were only his miſtreſs. 

Polly. Sure, madam, you cannot think me ſo happy as 
to be the object of your jealouſy. A man is always afraid 
of a woman who loves him too well—ſo that J muſt ex- 
pect to be neglected and avoided, 

Lucy. Then our caſes, my dear Polly, are exactly alike, 
Bath of us indeed have been too fond, c | 


AIR XLIX. * O Bd Bell, Kc. 


Polly. A curſe attends that wooman's love, 
| Ibo always would be pleaſing. 
Lacy. | The pertneſs of the billing dove, 
Like tickling, is but teazing, 
Polly. What then in . can woman-da ? 
Lucy. / we grow fond they ſhun us. 


Polly. And when we fly them, they purſue : 
Lucy. But leave 


Lacy. Love is fo 
is impoſſible to pany. 
and contradicts my own o 


But my- heart is particular, 
ſervation. 


LY 


® 
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Polly. But really, miſtreſs Lucy, by his laſt behaviour, I 


think I onght to envy you. When .I was, forced. from 
him, he did not ſhew the leaſt tenderneſs. But perhaps 
he hath a heart not capable of it. T2 ar 


AIR L. Wou'd fate to me Belinda give,” 


Among the men, tognets we find, 
Whz ——— by turns all woman-kind ; 
Aud wwe grant all their hearts defer” 4, 
When they are flatter'd and admir d. 


The coquettes of both ſexes are ſelf-loyers, and that is a 
love ne other whatever can diſpoſſeſs. I fear, my fs 
Lucy, our huſband is one of thoſe. : - 

Lucy. Away with theſe melancholy Adee indeed, 
my dear Polly, we are both of us a cup too low. ua me 
prevail upon you to accept of my offer. 


Al R II. © Come, ſweet laſs, 22 70. 9: 
Came, faber: laſ,, os bb 

Let's baniſh ſarr vp. 

Till to-morrow ; 3124 anon 
Come, ſaucet laſs," * : | 
Let's tale a chirping le. 9 | 

Vine tar clear, | : 

The wapours of deſpair ; - i rode Sr! th 

| And make us light as. kirg 0 
} f Then drink and baniſh care. . | 


I can't bear; child, to ſee you in ſach low fpirits.—And 1 
muſt perſuade you to what I know will do you good 
I ſhall now ſoon be even with the hypocritical ſtrum- 
pet. [ Aide. 1 [ Exit. 
Polly. All this wheedling of Lucy cannot be for nothing. 
At chis time too! when I know the hates me !—The dii- 
ſembling of a woman is always the foterunner of miſchief. 
By pouring itrong waters down my chroat, ſhe thinks to 
pump ſome ſecrets out of me. Pll, be upon my m_ 
and won't taſte a drop of her liquor, I'm reſouly'd, 4 


Enter Lucy, with firang Wakes, 


Lucy. Come, miſs Polly. 
Poly, Indeed, child, you have given mn trouble 
OI You muſt, eee IE N 


1. 
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Lug. Really, miſs Potly, you are as ſqueamilhly af- 
fected about taking a cup of ſtrong waters, as a lady be- 
fore company. I Vow, Polly, I ſhall take it monſtrouſly 
ill if you refuſe me. Brandy and men (though women 
love. them never ſo well) are always taken by us with 
{ome relotftance—unleſs tis in private. 

* Polly. I proteſt, madam, it goes againſt me. What do 
I ſee! Machearth again in cuſtody No every glim- 
mering of happinefs is loſt. - 24,8 

ID the glafe of liquor upon the ground. 

Lug. Since things are thus, I'm glad the werich hath 
eſcap'd; for by this event, 'tis plain, ſhe was not happy 
enough to deſerve to be poiſon'd. 


14 Enter Lockir,, Ma curark, and PEACHUM., 
19 Lock, Set your heart at reft, captain. You have neither 
11 the chance pt, lore or money. for another eſcape—for you 
$ are order d to be catl' & down on your trial immediately. 


Peach. Away, huflies !. — This is not a time for a man 
to be hamper'd with his. wives. You ſee, the gentleman 
is in chains already. „ een e 

Lucy, O huſband, huſband, my heart long'd to ſee 
thee ; but to ſee thee thus diſtratts neil! 

Polly. Will not my dear huſband look upon his Poly? 
Why hadft thou not flown. to me for protection? With 
me thou hadſt been ſaſ ee. 


| AR., LI. he laſt time I went o'er the moor.” 

11. Polly. HMnber iar Biifland, lar your cyer. 5 
ö 2 Lucy 221 Befterry one glance to cheer me. | 
+ | Polly. Think with that look, thy Polly dies, 

-: Lucy. O un me nat, but hear me, © 

"| Polly. Ti Polly fues. © | 

1 Lucy. | 20 . JN. Lucy ſpeaks, 17 

(Polly: I thi rrie lube repuited. 

3 Lucy. tk My heart is bt ng. 


Tolly Mine too breaks. 
Lucy , Myfl 1 5 * . 
Polly. = = = = = - Muſt I be ſlighted ? 


Mach. What would you have me fay, ladies vou 
fee this affair will ſoon be at an end, Without my dif- 
#bbying either of you. i Peach, 


- 
* 
5 
= H 
* + 17 
#4 6 
"I % 
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Peach. But the ſettling this point, captain, might pre- 
vent a law-ſuit between your two widows, - 


A I R LIII. | 0 Tom Tinker's my true love, 7 &c. 


Mach. Which way ſhall I turn me—how can I decide ; 
8 Wives, the day of our death, are as find as a brides 
One wife is too much for moſt huſbands to hear, 
| But two at a time there's no mortal can bear. 
T his <vay, and that way, and which away you will, 
What E comſort the one, t other wife æuould 
take ill. 


Polly. But if his own misfortunes have made him inſen- 
ſible to mine —a father, ſure, will be more compaſſionate. 
Dear, dear ſir, ſink the material evidence, and bring him 
off at his trial Polly upon her knees begs it of you. 


AIR LIV. I am a poor ſhepherd undone.“ 


When my hero in court appears, 
And ftands arraign'd for his life, 
Then think of poor Polly's tears; 
For ab! poor Polly“ his wife, 
Like the ſailor he holds up his hand, 
 Diftreft on the daſhing wave, 
To die a dry death at land, 
Ii as bad as a wat'ry grave. 
And algs, poor Polly! 
Alack, and avell-a-day ! 
Before I wat in love, "9 
Ob / ev'ry month aut May. 


\ 


2 


Lucy. If Peachum's heart is harden'd; ſure you, fir, 
will have more compaſſion on a daughter know the 
evidence is in your power, — How then can you be a 
tyrant to me? | [ Kneeling, 


AIR LV. IJantbe the lovely, &c.' - 


When he holds up his hand arraign'd for his life, 
O think of your daughter, and think Im his wife ! 
M bat are cannont, or bombs, or claſhirig of ſwords ! 
For death is more certain by witneſſes words. 


Then nail up their lips, that dread thunder allay ! 
And each month of my life will hereafter be May. 


Lack, 
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Loecl. Macheath's time is came, Luq . We know our 
own affairs, therefore let us have no more whimpering or 
whining. | 

AIR LVI A cobler there was, c!“ 
Onrſelves, like the great, io ſecure a ret rral, | 
When matters require it, muſt give up our gang © 
And good reaſon why, © | 
Or inflead of the fry, 
Even Peachum and IJ, * 
Lite poor petty raſeals might hang, hang , hang 5 
Like poor petty raſcals, might bang. : 
Peach, Set your heart at reſt, Polly, Your huſband is 
to die to-day. Therefore if you are not already provid- 
ed, tis high time to look t for another, There's 
comfort for you, you flut;, SEES TRE 
Lich, We are ready, fir, to conduct you to the Ol Bailey, 


AIR LVII. Bonny Dandee.” 
; Mach, The charge is prepar'd, the lawyers are met ; 
ET T he judges all rang'd (a terrible ſhow!) 
I go undijmay'4—for death is a debt, 
A debt on demand — e, take what I owe. 
Then farewel, my love dear charmer adieu: 
2 Contented I die—'tis the better for you. 
Here ends all diſpute the ref? of our lives, 
| For this way at once I pleaſe all my wives, 
Now, gentlemen, I am ready to attend you. 
[Exeunt Peachum, Lockit, and Macheath. 


Polly. Follow them, Filch, to the court. And when 
the trial is over, bring me a particular account of his be- 
haviour, and of every thing that happen'd. You'll find 
me here with miſs L Exit Filch: |—But why is all 

- this muſic ? | I 
- Lucy. The priſoners, whoſe trials are put off till next 
ſeſſion, are divertingutheinſcelies. {1 1 

Polly. Sure there is nothing ſo charming as muſic! I 
am fond of it to diſtrattion—But alas—now all mirth 
ſeems an inſult upon my affliftion. Let us retire, my 
dear Lacy, and indulge our ſorrows. The noiſy crew, 
you ſee, are coming upon us, —_—— 
Rad A dance of priſoners in chatns, Qc. 
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SCEN E,' The Conderm'd Hold. © 


-MacuraTH, in 'a melancholy poſture. 
= AIR LVIII. «© Happy groves.” 


O cruel, cruel, cruel caſe ! 
Muft I ſuffer this diſgrace ? 
AIR LIX. Of all the girls that are ſo ſmart? 


Of all the friends it time of 4 22 
When thredtuing death fol. s grimmer, 
| Nt one fo ſure can bring relief, 83 
As this beſt friend, a brimmer. Drinks. 


AIR LX. Britons ſtrike home. 
Since I * fwing—1 AY I Jet to wince or whine. * 
| x iſes. 
AR IXI. „Chery Chace. | 
But now apain my /} Jpitits int: | 


N 1 u raiſe t high with wine. [Drinks a 840 
: ous | 2 


AIR LXII, „Jo old fir Simes the kg | 
But valaur the fronger grows, | 250 | 
T he flronger the Ton iguor we're drinking. 


| And how can we feel aur aue, | 
N When aue ve loft the able ff thinking ? 15 
| 5 (Drinks. 
AIR LIII. « Joy io een Caſer.* | | 
| If thur—a man can die 
uch bolder with brandy. 
P | Fours out a bumper of W 
0 | AIR LXIV. There was an old woman, &c." 


f So drink off this bumper — And naw I can ſtand the teft, 
f | And my comrades ſhall ſee, that I 4 as brave as the beſt. 
J (Danke, 


AIR LXV. Did you ever hear of a gallant ſailor,” 


But can I leave my pretty huſſies, 
Without one tear, or tender figh ? 


þ T3 "ATR. - 4 


* 
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AIR IXVI. Why are my eyes ſtill flowing. 
* | 
Their eyes, their lips, their buſſes, 
Recall my love—Ah mf die! 


AIR LXVII. Green fleeres.” 


Since laws were made for ev'ry degree, 
To curb vice in others as awell as in me, 
I vonder aue han't better company 
| Upen Tyburn tree / 
But gold from law can take out the ſling ; 
And if rich men like us avere to ſaving, 
* *Tavould thire the land ſuch numbers lo firing 
TACIT DA * Upon Tyburn tree! © 
Failor, Some friends of yours, captain, deſire to be 
admitted, N Nei 


. 1 "Enter Ben Bube and Marr 0 the Mint. 
Mach. For my having broke priſon, you ſee, —— s 


I am ordered immediate execution, The ſheriff's officers 
I believe, are now at the door. That Femmy T witcher 
ſhould; impeach me, I own ſurprized me lis a plain 
proof that the world is all alike, and that even our gang 
can no more truſt one another than other people. There- 
fore, I beg you, gentlemen, look · well to yourſelves, for 
in all probability, you may live ſome months longer. 
Matt. We are heartily ſorry, captain, for your misfor 
tune. But tis what we muſt all come to. oy 
Mach. Peachum and Lackit, you know are infamous 
ſcoundrels. Their lives ate as much in your power, as 
yours are in their. Remember your dying friend !—Tis 
my laſt requeſt. —Bring thoſe villaius to the gallows before 
you, and I am ſatiaied, ; 
Mat, We'll dot. | 
Jailer. Miſs Pally and miſs Lucy intreat a word with you. 
Mach. Gentlemen, adieu. Exeunt Ben * and 


* 


Nlatt o' the 


Enter Lucy and POLLY. 


Mach. My dear Lucy—my dear Pe/l;—Whatfoever hath 
paſt between us, is now at an end. If you are fond of 
marrying again, the beſt advice I can give you, is to ſhip 
yourſelves off for the W:ft-Indies, where you'll have a fair 


PE 


! 


* 


4 
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chance of getting a huſband a- ece; ; or b grin k, 
two or Mall pas 85 like beſt. 5 . ? 

* Polly How can I ſupport this fight!" 


Lucy. There is nothing moves. one ſo much as a bes 
man in diſtreſs. , 


AIR IXVII. * All you that muſt uke a leap, 45 
Lucy. Mou I might be hang'd! © 


Tolly. a Fram fotos 

Lucy. To be bang” d with Jon. 

Poly >= = === — = = My dear with ot.” : 

Mach. Obere nne 19 thought I. fear, IT dbl t . 
I tremble! 1 droop See thy courage is uf... 


* urns. up the empty bottle, 
Polly. No token of broe ? * « oh 


% F 


Mac See an ge ir ix. 
#5. rns up the empty * 
Lucy. N. 115 f lave * 
rey... Adieu. 
Lucy. — — — > Farenvel. 
Mach. But hark ! I hear the toll of the bell. 
Chorus. Tol devel, Cc. 


Jail. Four women more, captain, with a child a- 
piece! See, here they come. ¶ Exter auomen and children, 
Mach. What—four wives more!—'This is too much, - 
Here—tell the ſheriffs officers I am ready. [Exeunt. 


Enter BEGGAR and PLAYER. 
Play. But, honeſt friend, I hope you don't. intend that 
Macheath ſhall be really executed. 
Beg. Moſt certainly, fir. To make a piece 
I was for doing ſtrict poetical Larp eath is to be 
hang'd ; andxfor the other perſonages of the drama, the 


audience muſt have ſuppoſed they we wee all either hang'd 
or tranſported. 


Play. Why then, friend, this. is # hb deep tra- 
cody, Tbe cataſtrophe is maniſeſtly wrong, for an opera 
muſt end happily. 

Beg. Your objection, fir, is very juſt ; and 1s eaſily 8 
moved: ſor you muſt allow, that in this kind of drama, 
tis no matter how abſurdly r are brought _—_ 
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So- you rabble there run and cry a Reprieve—let the / 

priſoner be brought back to his wites in triumph. | 

Play. All this we- muſt do to comply with the taſte of | 
the town. | IE. | 

Beg. Through the whole piece you may obſerve ſuch a 
ſimilitude of manners in high and low life, that it is dif- 
ficult to determine whether (in the faſhionable vices) the 
fine gentlemen imitate the gentlemen of the road, or the 
gentlemen of the road the . gentlemen.— Had the play 
remained as I at firſt intended, it would bave carried a moſt 
excellent moral; 'twould have ſhown that the lower ſort 
of people have their vices in a degree as well as the rich z | 
＋ that they are puniſh'd for them. 


Enter to them Machrarh with rabble. 


Mach. So, it ſeems I am not left to my choice, but 
muſt have a wife at laſt.— Look ye, my dears, we will 
have no controverſy now. Let us give this day to mirth, 
and I am ſure ſhe who thinks herſelf my wife will teſtify 
her joy by a dance. e 

All. Come, a dance—a dance. 

Mach, Ladies, I hope you will . me leave to preſent 
a partner to each of you. And it I may without offence, 
for this time, I take Po/ly for mine.—And for life, you 
flut—for we are really married As for the reſt, . 
But at preſent keep your own ſecret. I. 7s Polly. 


A EK. 
AIR LIIX. Lumps of Pudding, Sc.“ 

Thus] fand like a Turk, with his doxies around; 

From all ſides their glances his paſſim confound ; 

For black, brown, and fair, his inconſtancy burns, 

And the different beauties ſubdue him by turns 

Each calls forth her charms to provoke his deferes : 

7% willing to all; but with one he retives. 
But think of this maxim, and put off all ſorroau, 

The wretch af te-duy may be happy to- morrroto. 


Chorus. But think of this maxim, c. 
| 1 IS. 


